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INTRODUCTION 


It may seem an inconsistency to begin a volume of 
English Essays with the work of a man who was not 
English at all. But there is no way of avoiding this 
if I am to carry out my intention ; which is to provide 
the reader with material for the study of a particular 
form of literature, undoubtedly derived from a single 
French original. It is a form used by our own people 
for more than three hundred years in a fashion of their 
own and with a distinctive success : but the qualities 
of the ancestor are still strongly marked in his pos- 
terity, and they could not, if they would, deny 
their descent. • As a matter of fact they are in gen- 
eral both conscious and proud of it, as will appear 
presently. 

It is well known that the vn,rious forms of literature 
arc for the most part very ancient. History, Oratory, 
Dialogue, Drama, Epic, Idyll, Lyric, ancl Epigram 
have all come down to us from the Greeks of more than 
two^ thousand years ago, and had, no doubt, earlier 
beginnings of which wo know little or nothing. The 
Essay, on the other hand, is a modern form with a 
modern purpose, and we know not only its date and 
origin, but the date and origin of its name, with un- 
usual exactness. 

It was not lon|^ after the death of his father (Pierre 
I^quem, who died in that Michel, Sieur de 

Montaigne, retired to his «feteau of Montaigne with 

♦ In Dordogne, some twenty-eight miles from P^rigueux, 
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the intention of writing about himself. Tlie ]^lace liad 
drawbacks : the house was too big— it had once taken 
in the King's Court— -the library, thougli attractive', 
was small, mid the countryside so wild and remote that 
he had not one neighbour, he says, who could say liis 
Paternoster in Latin, or speak any French, a.t all worth 
the name. But it suited Montaigne's pur|)ose. “ I 
could have written better elsewhere ; Init the work 
would have been less my own : and the {irincifial end 
and perfection in view is that it should he exactly 
mine." 

The chapters " of his book are not: strictly 
chapters, but disconnected papers on every kind of 
subject and of enormously varying length. He^ e.ven» 
tually gave to the whole collection tlie titk^ of lissais : 
a word of modesty, meaning that tlu' contmits were 
not serious logically composed discourses or trc'atises, 
but merely trial pieces or experiments. It a{)pears 
that it was he who used the word in its literary senst' 
for the first time ; and we can see liim fiu'ling liis way 
towards it in a passage where he is spt^akiug of Ihs 
friend's book, II I'escrivit par mani^re d'l'ssay, eu 
sa premiere jeunesse." * This is the earru'st (‘X;un[)k‘ 
given by Littre of the application of the wont to a 
literary effort ; and when once Montaigne had uschI it 
in this way it would be natural enough for liim to go 
further and use it absolutely, as a name for his new 
form of self-expression. So, when tlie liook aj)i)eared, 
with Essais for title, the new form and the nc'W nam(* 
came into the world together. 

This was at Bordeaux in 1580. The (‘dition con- 
tained two books, the first of fifty-seven cln'iiiters, ilm 
second of thirty-seven. To these w^as added (in the 
fifth edition, published at Paris in 1588) a third book 
of thirteen chapters. In the three centuries wliich 
followed these hundred odd essays have been so con- 


♦ EssaiSf L, p, 2^* 
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stantly read and so powerful in effect that the type 
has become fixed and permanent, in spite of the 
changing influences of society, science, and speculation. 
Changes have had their effect, but upon the word 
essay rather than the thing itself. We have for 
many years now used the word to include precisely 
those longer and more scientific compositions which 
Montaigne was careful to disclaim. For such we 
might well reserve some other name, better suited to 
their more dogmatic nature. We do in fact more often 
speak of them as “ articles,'" “ papers," '' theses," 
“ monographs," “ studies," “ addresses," or even 
lectures " : but when it comes to publishing in 
book form, the title of Essays " is too often usurped 
for the sake of its literary prestige. 

^ The essay proper remains, and will always remain, 
distinct from all these. Its aim is fundamentally 
different. One man may write a series of articles, and 
another a series of essays, on subjects nominally the 
same : but if the latter are true essays in the Mon- 
taigne tradition, the effect of the two books will be 
quite iinlike— in the one case information, persuasion, 
or criticism ; in tlie othei’, an aiitobiography, a con- 
fession, or self-portrait. The difference between the 
two kinds of writing, the essential quality which places 
them on this side or that of the dividing line, is subtly 
traced in Conrad's prefatory note to his collection of 
Notes on Life and Letters, A good deal of the book 
consists of articles or reviews reprinted from period- 
icals. But these, in their author's view, are not 
simply journalism, or simply criticism—they have for 
him a quality which imposes on him the duty of 
preserving them. This, to be frank about it, is a 
process of tidying up, which, from the nature of tiungs, 
cannot be regarded as premature. The fact is that I 
wanted to do it myself, because of a feeling that had 
nothing to do with the considerations of worthiness 
or unworthiness of the small (but unbroken) pieces 
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collected within the covers of this volnine. Of course 
it may be said that I might have taken up a I)rooni 
and used it without saying anything about it. Tliat 
certainly is one way of tidying up.” 

The reader will note that this is already a little 
piece of autobiography, for it was written' in 1921, 
and reveals the author's quiet convitiion tluit his 
time was short. He sees his work in retrosp(‘(rt, and 
values it as belonging not to the world's life i)ut to 
his own. It would have been too inuc'h to have 
expected me to treat all this matter as removable 
rubbish. All those things had a place in my life. 
Wliether any of them deserve to have* htnai piektul 

up and ranged on the shelf— this slu^lt I (%*imiot say, 

and frankly, I have not allowed niy mind to dw(‘ll on 
the question. I was afraid of thinking mystdf into a 
mood that would hurt my feelings : for thosi‘ piee(»s 
of writing, whatever may be the comnu^nt on th(‘ir 
display, appertain to the charactiU' of tlu^ mam And 
so here they are, dusted, which was l)ut a d(*eeni thing 
to do, but in no way polished, exlxvnding from the. 
year '98 to the year '20, a thin array (for stadi a. 
stretch of time) of really innocent attitiul(‘S : ('onrad 
literary, Conrad political, Conrad naninist'caii, Conrad 

controversial Weil, yes ! a one-man show or is it 

merely the show of one man ? 

The only thing,” he goes on, “ that will not bo 
found amongst those Figures and Things that luivt^ 
passed away, will be Conrad m pcmtaitflm. It is a, 
constitutional inability. Schlafrock mii Panhffeln ! 
Not that I Never [ . * * This vohnne (ineliiding 
these embarrassed introductory rcunarks) is as lusar 
as I shall ever come to deskahilU in jiiililic', and perhufis 
it will do something to help towarcls a. better vision of 
the man, if it gives no more than a |)artial view rjf 
his back, a little dusty (aft(jr the pnict^ss of tidying 
up), a little bowed, and receding from world not 
because of weariness or misanthropy, but for otlier 
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reasons that cannot be helped : because the leaves 
fall, the water flows, the clock ticks with that horrid 
pitiless solemnity which you must have observed in 
the ticking of the hall clock at home. For reasons 
like that. Yes, it recedes. And this was the chance 
to afford one more view of it, — even to my own 
eyes . . 

In another passage he adds some very suggestive 
reflections which touch on the relation of literature 
to personal expression. “ The part I have ventured, 
for shortness' sake, to call ' Life,' may perhaps justify 
itself by the emotional sincerity of the feelings to 
which the various papers included under that head 
owe their origin. And as they relate to events of 
which every one has a date, they are in the nature 
of signposts pointing out the direction my thoughts 
were compelled to take at the various cross-roads. 
If anybody detects any sort of inconsistency in the 
choice, this will be only proof positive that wisdom 
had nothing to do with it. Whether right or wrong, 
instinct alone is invariable : a fact which only adds a 
deeper shade to its inherent mystery. The appear- 
ance of intellectuality these pieces may present at first 
sight is merely the result of the arrangement of words. 
The logic that may be found there is only the logic of 
the language. But I need not labour the point. 
There will be plenty of people sagacious enough to 
perceive the absence of all wisdom from these pages. 
But I believe sufficientlj^ in human sympathies to 
imagine that very few will qxiestion their sincerity. 
Wliatever delusions I may have suffered from, I have 
had no delusions as to the nature of the facts com- 
mented on here. I may have misj udged their import : 
but that is the sort of error for which one may expect 
a certain amount of toleration." 

All this, so easil}^ and quickly said, is true, and even 
profoundly true : it goes to the root, and the longer 
you look at it the more you see growing out of it* 



xii introduction 

Where does it all come from ? Frorji 
doubt: not from the Conrad of the uoVt..i^, 
a feUow lodger of equal guaims, who wcmltl 
live in a world without signilieuiice, atuT jcri 
he must look for the source of all valut in 
I cannot say whether lui derived din'c't iv • 
Father of Essays, or only indirectly thro\t^I j ' 
hsh tradition ; but when I read the paHnu^t*’ 
quoted I was impelled to go back to Motit-iiff 
httle Preface. 

“ Here, Reader, is an honest book. I ( w'l 
at the front door tlnit iny aim is j:)nrel.%<' j 
domestic. I am not luTC considering ^1 rt »\v' 
you or glorify myself ; .such a dt'sign in i u*> 
powers. My book is devotisl to the purt jfi' 
poses of my friends and relations : lluit; \vl 
have lost me (which they must do Ind'ort* Jtii 
may find in it .some elmnieterisiit: 
temperament and mood, and so keej» c 

and more living whatever knowledgi: lhi *_V 
of me. If my object had been to seek ’tlio 
favour, I should have deela;d myself wi t li 1 > 
ornaments. But my wish, is to be seen sf j upl 
own fashion, natural and ordinary, luiHiti*! 
without artifice : for it is myself that I tnir p 
Here you will find my faults drawn to 
imperfections and my natural form dispUiycH: 
as a regard for public decency jHJnnits int? ” 4 

had belonged to one of tliose Nations who jir«! 
live still under the gentle freedom of tln« jn 
Laws of Nature, I do assure you that I wt »ii 
willingly have drawn niy.self entire and tuik«.nl 

“Thus, Reader, I am myself the sul»j**c’.t 
book : but that is no reason why you 
your leisure on anything so frivolous unci wr: 
So good-bye,” 

Consciously or not, the deHcendaut is ai t 01 
his ancestor. “ Frivolous and wortiiicss : rcaj 
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rubbish : yet no, all those things had a place in my 
life, and appertain to the character of the man : they 
are characteristic touches of my temperament and 
mood : me literary, me political, me reminiscent, me 
controversial and it is myself that I am painting. 
So far as public decency permits : me in slippers you 
will never see. But all that will make the portrait 
lifc'like to friends and relations, and even to myself, 
that sliall put in, faults included, and the domina- 
tion of instinct ratlier than wisdom. Unstudied too, 
and withoiit artifice : any appearance of intellectu- 
ality here is only the result of the arrangement of 
words : the only logic is the logic of the language.'' 
It is not easy to distinguish the one voice from the 
other : they chime together. 

Iu:)r the justification of this egotistic study the two 
self-painters have slightly different pleas. Mon- 
taigne's wish is to be seen as he is, and to be remcm- 
l)ered as he was, by those who value him. Conrad 
asks i*ather for toleration and a sympatlietic recogni- 
tion of his sincerity. But here, too, they are really 
at one : both are busy tidying up for those who come 
after — a process which is not premature, for both 
know that they must go before long. And neither 
of theni cares to give the real reason— that he writes 
to legalize himself, and knows the pleasure which he 
will give to the rest of mankind, who like himself love 
the colour of personality even more than the marble 
contours of art. I do not forget that the rest of 
itiankind" included some stern exceptions. Dr, John- 
son, for example, says of Sir Thomas Browne and his 
Religio Medici y “ It indeed contains many passages, 
which, relating merely to his own person, can be of no 
great iniportatice to the publick : but when it was 
written it happened to him as to others— lie was too 
much pleased with his performance, not to think it 
might please others as much/' But here King Critic 
has not carried conviction : it is just because the book 
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was in all its passages an account of the ]iliysician’s 
own religion, a personal view, that it has ai)i)oan!(l of 
so great importance to the public through ( wo and 
a half centuries. 

Not only to the public, but to a long lint! tyf writens, 
a company which continue.s to increase. ICven in a 
small collection like ours this comes out clearly, llacou, 
Cowley, and Leigh Hunt confess their (h^seent l)y the 
incidental mention of Montaigne's name. Addison and 
Hewlett go farther, and write whole essays on Mon- 
taigne and on others of his fallowing, hhiually signi- 
ficant is tire recognition by_ many of the rest that 
they are mainly concerned with themstdvcis, that they 
are their own subject. Cowley write « boldly, “ On 
Myself ” : Hewlett confessedly on his own 'misgiv- 
ings between journalism and littjrature. Otlu'rs are 
equally conscious of their " nol)ie egotism,” luit are 
forced by a feeling of delicacy to throw a slight veil 
over it. Their forms of camouflage an* amusingly 
varied. Lamb at his most autobiographical jinh end's 
to be a schoolfellow of “ Mr. Lamb," or ” a friend of 
the late Elia." Others, may we say, liki; ostrielies, 
seek to hide their presence' by burying tlunr “ 1.” 
Mr. Belloc covers his own head witli ” a man ” or 
“ one ” : Mr. Edward Thomas uses “ we ” in jM-rsonal 
remininiscences : Arthur Clutton-Brock also attri- 
butes his own taste to a plural critic : Mr, Uilbert 
Chesterton describes himself as “ evtTv enu* of u.s in 
childhood" : and Mrs. Meynell, speaking all the lime 
in her own unmistakable "voice, wears the eosluuui 
of ” He who ” or “ The man." All thest* are easy 
and effective ways of averting, not ree.c)gnition 
or criticism, but the pain of self-:issc‘rtit)n. In 
this matter Stevenson goes to the other extreme, 
and there can be no doubt that his generation 
liked him for it : the more he asserted hinisidf the 
more pleasure he gave. Bacon and Cowley tHThaps 
hit the happy mean: they use the "I” with m 
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much naturalness as if they were writing a private 
letter. 

Maurice Hewlett has an interesting passage in 
which he defines the Essay, and points out some of 
its demands and limitations. If one had to define 
an Essay it would be as the written, after-dinner 
monologue of a well-read, well-satisfied man of, at 
least, five and forty. Years don't matter : the spirit 
of years matters very much. You must be mature 
enough to pontificate, and wise enough to do it tact- 
full}^ ..." Then come the limitations. You 
must not be long, you should not be difficult ; you 
may be discursive but not abrupt . . . you may 
not take sides, nor improve the occasion. Your 
teaching must be hy the way. ^ Je n'enseigne point," 
Montaigne says, ‘ je raconte.' You will be allusive, 
of course : all full men are so ; and you will qixote 
freely, often inaccurately. Anecdote should be your 
salt, but I don't think quotation should be your 
pepper." 

A glance through our collection will confirm this 
and illustrate it. It will show that there are certain 
lines— nob very many — on which the object of self- 
revelation may be pursued with success. There must 
be nothing like systematic biography : but personal 
experiences, reminiscetrces, and anecdotes will be 
found in almost every essay. Lamb used reminis- 
cence very often as the professed form of his essay : 
Cowley and Steele more incidentally. ^ Edward 
Thomas's essay here given is pure reminiscence. 
Bacon's on Masques and Triumphs reads to me 
as reminiscent throughout : he must have seen and 
even directed many such toys." Personal tastes 
give the essayist another chance : gardens for Bacon 
and Goldsmith ; littleness " for Cowley ; old china for 
Lamb ; style for John Addington Symonds and Arthur 
Clutton-Brock ; books for Leigh Hunt, Ha2;litt, and 
others; journeys and houses for Stevenson and Mayy 
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Coleridge : and the two last have both written alsc 
books, and spun fine patterns out of mtunory. T1 
are the chief threads which lie ready for the essayi 
loom : stouter ones he must in general avoid, j 
Mr. Lynd has, like Goldsmith, the art of writ 
reminiscences which are also fragnunits of history 
may be seen in his Darkness and others of the vohi 
from which it comes. 


PUBLISHERS’ NOTE 
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ESSAYS AND ESSAYISTS 


MONTAIGNE (Florio’s Translation) 

Of Idlenesse 

As we see some idle-fallow grounds, if they be fat and 
fertile, to bring foorth store and sundry roots of wilde 
and unprofitable weeds, and that to keep them in ure 
we must subject and imploy them with certain seeds 
for our use and service ; so is it of mindes, which except 
they be busied about some subject, that may bridle 
and keepe them under, they will here and there 
wildely scatter themselves through the vast field of 
imaginations. 

Sicut aqum iYcmulum lahris uhi hmien ahenis 
Sole repercussum, mit radianUs imagine Lunce, 
Omnia pervolitat lath loca, jamque sub auras 
Erigitur, summique ferii laq%iearia tecH* 

As trembling light reflected from the Sunne, 

Or radiant Moone on water-fild brasse lavers, 

Flies over all, in aire uprais<^d soone, 

Strikes house-top beames, betwixt botli strangely 
wavers. 

And there is no folly, or extravagant raving, they 
produce not in that agitation* 


( 2 , 570 ) 


In ure, At work. 
17 


2 
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vekii cBgvi sonmia, vantr. 

Fingunhif species. 

Like sicke mens dreamcs, that feignc 

Imaginations vaine. 

The minde that hath no fixed bound, will ea 
loose itselfe : For, as we say, To be everiewhcri 
to be nowhere.” 

Qwisquis ubique habitat, Maxirne, misquam hah i kit 

Good sir, he tliat dwels everyvvhen‘, 

No where can say, that lie dwels tliere. 

It is not long since I retired myselh^ unto in 
owne house, with full purpose, as much as lay in i 
not to trouble myselfe with any businesse, lint st 
tarily and quietly to weare out thc^ reniaindc^r of i 
well-nigh-spent life ; where mo tliought I could <: 
my spirit no greatex favour, than to give him tlie f 
scope of idlcnesse, and entortaiue hirn as hc^ 1)' 
pleased, and withall, to settle himselfe as he h 
liked : which I hoped he might now. Ixdng liy til 
become more setled and ripe, accomplish very easil 
but I finde, 

Vanam sempef dmit oUa meninm. 

Evermore idlenesse, 

Doth wavering mindes addresse. 

That contrariwise playing the skittisli and loos 
broken jade, he takes a hundred times more curie 
and libertie unto himselfe, than he<^ did for oth<‘i 
and begets in me so many extravagant Chimenu‘s, ai: 

Evermore idUncsse, etc.^ or more accimittdy,— 

Idlenesse every way 

^ „ Maketli tlie mmd to stray, 

Carteret lull gallop. 
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fantasticall monsters, so orderlesse, and without any 
reason, one hudling upon another, that at leasure to 
view the foolishnesse and monstrous strangenesse of 
them, I have begun to keepe a register of them, hop- 
ing, if I live, one day to make him ashamed, and 
blush at himselfe. 


Of Readie or Slow Speech 

One ne fatrent d tous ioutes graces donnics. 

All God^s good graces are not gone 
To all, or of all any one. 

So doe we see that in the gift of eloquence, some have 
such a facility and promptitude, and that which we 
call utterance, so easie and at command, that at all 
assaies, and upon everie occasion, they are ready and 
provided ; and others more slow, never speake any- 
thing except much laboured and premeditated, as 
Ladies and daintie Dames are taught rules to take 
recreations and bodily exercises, according to the 
advantage of what they have fairest about them. If 
I were to give the like counsel, in those two different 
advantages of eloquence whereof Preachers and plead- 
ing-lawiers of our age seeme to make profession ; the 
slow speaker in mine opinion should be the better 
preacher, and the other the better lawier. Forso- 
much as charge of the first allowes him as much leisure 
as he pleaseth to prepare himselfe ; moreover his 
cariere continueth still in one kinde without inter- 
ruption : whereas the Lawyers occasions urging him 
still upon any accident to be ready to enter the lists: 
and the unexpected replies and answers of his adverse 
partie, do often divert him from his purpose, wher he 
IS enforced to take a new course. Yet is it, that at 

Trials. Charge, The business, 



20 MONTAIGNE 

the last enterview which was at Marseilles l,:)et\A 
Pope Clement the seventh, and Eraiu:is tlie lirst 
King, it hapned cleane contrarie, wliere Mon 
Poyet, a man of chiefe rcjnitation, and :dl day 
his life brought up to plcaxl at the liar, whose cl: 
being to make an Oration before tlie Po])e, and lia 
long time before premeditated and con’d flu; s;ini 
roat, yea, and as some re|)ort, Iirougld it with 
ready penned from Pains ; tlu' very same day if sh 
have beene pronounced; the i’o|)(' sns|)ee(iiif 
might haply speak somethin, g, mi,glit orieiid tlu' o 
Princes Ambassadors, tliat were about him, sent 
argument, which he at that time and ]ilare (hoi 
fittest to be treated of, to the King, but by fori 
cleane contrarie to that which Poyef liad' so n: 
studied for : So that his Oration was allogelher I' 
trate, and he must presently frame another. l-!u 
perceiving himselfe unable for if , tlie Cardinall He 
was faine to supply his place and take that charge n 
him. The Lawyers charge is much harder (han 
Preachers : yet in mine opinion shall we lind n 
passable ^Lawyers than comnundalile Hreacliei's, 
least in hrance. It scemeth to lx; more [irojier lo 
mind to have her operation rea<ly and sudden ; 
more incident to the judgement to ha\'<' it slow ; 
considerate. But who remainelh mute, if he Ir 
no leisure to prepare himselfe, and he likewisi' 
whom leisure giveth no advant;age to say better, 
both in one selfe degree of strangeuessi'. It is 
ported that Severus Cassius s|iake fielter extemix 
and without premeditation. That he was more ‘ 
holding to fortune, than to his diligeium ; that lo 
speech redounded to his iiiail 
and that his adverearies feared to urge him lest ' 
sudden anger should redouble liis eloiiueiiee, ' I kni 
tins condition of nature by exjxsrience, which emir 


In one sd/e, lii (he self sanie, 
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OF SLOW SPEECH 

abide a vehement and laborious premeditation : ex- 
cept it hold a freCj a voluntarie, and selfe pleasing 
course, it can never come to a good end. We com- 
monly say of some compositions, that they smell of 
the oile, and of the lampe, by reason of a certaine 
harshnesse, and rudenesse, which long plodding 
labour imprints in them that be much elaborated. 
But besides, the care of well-doing, and the contention 
of the minde, overstretched to her enterprise, doth 
breake and impeach the same ; even as it hapneth 
unto water, which being closely pent in, through its 
owne violence and abundance, cannot iinde issue at 
an open gullet. In this condition of nature, whereof 
I now speake, this also is joyned unto it, that it de- 
sireth not to be pricked forward by these strong pas- 
sions, as the anger of Cassius (for that motion would 
be overrude) it ought not to be violently shaken, but 
yeeldingly solicited : it desireth to be rouzed and 
prickt forward by strange occasions, both present and 
casuall. If it goe ail alone, it doth but languish and 
loyter behinde : agitation is her life and grace. I 
cannot well containe myselfe in mine owne possession 
and disposition, chance hath more interest in it than 
myselfe ; occasion, company, yea the change of my 
voice, drawes more from my minde than I can finde 
therein, when by myselfe I second and endevor to 
employ the same. My words likewise are better than 
my writings, if choice may be had in so worthlesse 
things. This also hapneth unto me, that where I 
seeke myselfe, I finde not myselfe : and I finde my- 
selfe inore by chance, than by the search of mine 
owne judgement. I shall perhaps have cast foorth 
some suttletie in writing, haply dull and harsh for 
another, but smooth and curious for myselfe. Let 
us leave all these complements and cjuaintnesse. That 
is spoken by everie mail, according to his owne 
sttength. I have so lost it, that I wot not what I 
would have said, and strangers have sometimes found 
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it before me. Had I alwayes a razor about me, who 
that hapneth, I should cleane raze mysolfe out. Fo 
tune may at some other time make the light thero 
appeare brighter unto me than that of mid-day, ai: 
win make mee wonder at mine owne faltring or Stic) 
ing in the myre. 


Of Constancie 


The law of resolution and constancie implieth not, w 
should not, as much as lieth in our power, shelter or 
selves from the mischiefes and inconveniences tli;i 
threaten us, nor by consequence feare tiny shoul 
surprise us. Contrariwise, all honest imsanes for 


man to warrant himsclfc from t'.vils are not onely tolei: 
able,_ but commendable. And the part of {'on'slanci 
is chiefly acted, in firrnely bearing the inconvenieneeii 
against which no remedic is to be found. So that then 
is no nimblenesse of bodic, nor weakling of hand 
weapons, that we will reject, if it may in any sor 
defend us from the blow, m(uint at us.‘ Many mns' 
warlike nations in their conflicts and fights, used rc' 
treating and flight as a prindjiall advantage, anc 
shewed their backs to their enemit! much inori! dangiT' 
ously than their faces. The Turkes at this <lav re(;aiic 
sonaething of that humour. And Soc^r.ates 'in I ’late 
doth mocke at Laches, because he had defined forti- 
tude, to keepe herself e steadie in her rancke against liei 
enemies ; What, saith hee, “ were it then eowurdisc; 
to beat them in giving them place ? ” And alleagetli 
him, who commendeth in Avneus his 
skfll in flying and giving ground. And Ixtcuuse Laches 
being better advised, avoweth that custome to lie 
amongst the Scithians, and generally amongst all 
horeemen, he aJleageth furtlier unto him the example 

otlir ncif f above all 

other used to fight on foot) who in the battell of 
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Platese, unable to open and to put to rowt the Persian 
Phalanx, advised themselves to scatter and put them- 
selves backe, that so by the opinion of their flight, 
they might if they should pursue them, rush in upon 
them, and put that so combined-masse to rout. By 
which meanes they gained the victorie. Touching the 
Scithians, it is reported, that when Darius went tO' 
subdue them, he sent their King many reproachful! 
speeches, for so much as hee ever saw him retire and 
give ground before him, and to avoid the maine bat- 
tell. To whom Indathirsez (for so was his name)' 
answered, that " They did it not for feare of him, nor 
any other man living, but that it was the fashion of 
his nation to march thus : as having neither cities, 
nor houses, nor manured land to defend, or to feare 
their enemies should reape any conimoditie by them.” 
But if hee had so great a desire to feed on them, he 
might draw neerer to view the place of their ancient 
Sepulchers, and there hee should meet with whom to 
speake his belly-full. Notwithstanding when a man 
is once within reach of cannon-shot, and as it were 
point-blaiicke before them, as the fortune of warre 
doth diverse times bring men unto, it ill beseemeth a 
resolute rainde to start-aside, or be daunted at the 
threat of a shot, because by; the violence and sudden- 
nesse thereof wee deeme it inevitable : and there are 
some, who by lifting up of a hand, or stooping their 
head, have sometimes given their fellowes cause of 
laughter : yet have we scene, that in the voyage the 
Emperoxm Charles the fifth made against us in Pro- 
vence, the Marquis of Guasto, being gone out to survey 
the citie of Arles, and shewnc himselfe out of a winde- 
mill, under colour of which he was come somewhat 
neere the Towne, he was discovered by the Lord of 
Bonevall, and the Seneshall of Agenois, who were 
Walking iipon the Theatre Aux arenes (so called in 
French because it is full of sand) who shewing him to 
the Lord of Villiers, Commissarie of the Artillerie, hee 
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mounted a culverin so leveU, that had not the Marquis 
perceived the fire, and so started aside, it was con- 
stantly affirmed, hee had beene shot through the body. 
Likewise not many yeeres before, Lorence of Medicis, 
Duke of Vrbin, and father to the Queene-mother of 
France, besieging Mondolphe, a place in Italic, in the 
province name Vicariate, seeing fire given to a piece 
that stood upright upon him, stooped his head, and 
well befeU him that he plaide the ducke, for otherwise 
the bullet, which went right over, and within a little 
of his head, had doubtlesse shot him through the 
paunch. But to say tpth, I will never thinke these 
motions were made with discourse, for what judge- 
ment can you give of an aime, either high or low, in 
a matter so sudden ? ^ It may rather be thought that 
fortune favoured their feare : and which an other 
time might as well bee a meane to make them fall 
into the cannons-mouth, as to avoid the same. I can- 
not chuse, if the cracke of a musket doe suddenly 
streeke mine eares, in a place where I least looke for 
It, but I must needs start at it : which I have seene 
men of better sort th an my selfe. Nor doe 
the Stoickes raeane, that the Soule of their wisest man 
in any sort resist the first visions and sudden fantasies, 
that surprise the same : but rather consent that, as it 
were unto a naturall subj ection, he yeelds and shrinks 
unto the loud clattering and roare of heaven, or of 
some violent downefall ; for example-sake, unto pale- 
nesse, and contraction. So likewise in other passions, 
alwaj^s provided his opinion remaines safe and whole,' 
and the situation of his reason admit no tainting or 
iteration whatsoever : and hee no whit consent to 
his fright and sufferance. Touching the first part ; 
the same hapneth to him, that is not wise, but farre 
othenvise concerning the second. For the impression 
ot passions doth not remaine superficial! in him : but 


Name, Named. 


With discourse, Deliberately. 
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rather penetrates even into the secret of reason, 
infecting and corrupting the same. He judgeth ac- 
cording to them, and conformeth himself e to them. 
Consider precisely the state of the wise Stoicke : 

Mens immota manei, lachvymm volvuntur inanes. 

His minde doth hrme remaine, 

Teares are distiird in vaine. 

The wise Peripatetike doth not exempt himselfe 
from perturbations of the mind, but doth moderate 
them. 


That We should not Judge of Our 
Happinesse untill after Our Death 

scilicet ultima se^nper 

Bxpectanda dies fiomini est, dicique beatus 
Ante obitum nemo, supremaque fimer a debet. 

We must expect of man the latest day, 

Nor ere he die, he’s happie, can we say. 

The very children are acquainted with the storie of 
Croesus to this ^jurpose : who being taken by Cyrus, 
and by him condemned to die, upon the point of his 
execution, cried out aloud : Oh Solon, Solon ! '' 

whicli words of his, being reported to Cyrus, who in- 
quiring what he meant by them, told him, hee now 
at his owne cost verified the advertisement Solon had 
before times given him ; which was, that no man, 
wdiat cheereiull and blandishing countenance soever 
fortune shewed them, may rightly deenie himselfe 
happie, till such time as he have passed the last day 
of his life, by reason of the uncertain lie and vicissitude 
of humane things, which by a very light motive, and 
slight occasion, are often changed from one to another 

Secret, Secret chamber. Advertisement, Instruction. 
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cleane contrary state and degree. And therefon. 
Agesilaus answered one that counted tlui King oi 
Persia happy, because being very young, lie had gotten 
the garland of so miglitie and great a dominion : ** yen 
but said he, Priam at the same age was not unhaj')j)y.’' 
Of the Kings of Macedon that succecxhul Alexander 
the Great, some were afterward seime to become 
Jojmers and Scriveners at Rome : and of l'yra;nt:s of 
Sicilie, Schoolemasters at Corinth. One f Iiat had con- 
quered halfe the world, and been lunjKn'our over so 
many Armies, became an humble and miserable stttc'r 
to the raskally officers of a king of /l{gv|)t(‘ : At so high 
a rate did that great Pompt^y |)iircluuu!: ilie irk(‘soine 
prolonging of his life but for live or six monel hs. And 
in our fathers daies, Lodowickc Sfor/.tg t(mth I )nk(i of 
Millane, under whom the State of Italie had so long 
beene turmoiled and shalaai, was s(H‘nr‘ («> dit‘ a, 
wretched prisoner at Loclu^s in hrnmag Imt not (ill 
he had lived and lingered tdi yeart's in thraldom, 
which was the worst of his liafgaims ii»e fairest 
Queene, wife to the greatest King of (‘In'istemhum', 
was she not lately seene to dic^ by ilu* hands of an 
executioner ? Oh unworthie and barljarous t I'lH'Ilie ! 
And a thousand such examples. Fur, it st‘emt*t h tfmt 
as the sea-billowes and surging wav(\s, rage ami stormo 
against the surly pride and stubl)orne iudght of our 
buildings, so are there dbova, ctalaim* spirhs tliat 
envie the rising prosperiticis and greatimsse liec'ro 
below. 

Vsque adod m Immanas vu: tihdita qnmiam 

Ohterit, et pttkhyos 

l^ToculcGLVCj iw ludihyio sihi hubeyv vidytuy, 

A hidden power so mens staies laitli out wnme 
Fame swoi^s, fierce scepters, signes fd honmns borne. 
It seemes to trani|)lo tmd <leri(le in scormx 

And it seemeth Fortnno doth sonsidiiiuM iiiirrmvlv' 
watch the last day of oui’ lift', tliur(!l)y to hIiow her 



WE SHOULD NOT JUDGE 27 

power, and in one moment to overthrow what for 
many yeares together she had been erecting, and makes 
us cry after Laberius, Nimirum hac die und plus vixi, 
mihi quam vivendum fuit. Thus it is, '' I have lived 
longer by this one day than I should/" So may that, 
good advice of Solon be taken with reason. But for- 
somuch as he is a Philosopher, with whom the favours 
or disfavours of fortune, and good or ill lucke have no 
place, and are not regarded by him ; and puissances 
and greatnesses, and accidents of qualitie, are well- 
nigh indifferent : I deeme it very likely he had a 
further reach, and meant that the same good fortune 
of our life, which dependeth of the tranquillitie and 
contentment of a welborne ininde, and of the resolu- 
tion and assurance of a well ordered soule, should 
never be ascribed unto man, untill he have beene scene 
play the last act of his comedie, and without doubt the 
hardest. In all the rest there may be some maske : 
either these sophisticall discourses of Philosophic are 
not in us but by countenance, or accidents that never 
touch us to the quick give us alwaies leasure to keep 
our countenance setled. But when that last part of 
death, and of our selves comes to be acted, then no 
dissembling will av aile, then is it high time to speake 
plaine English, and put off all vizards : then what- 
soever the pot containeth must be shewne, be it good 
or bad, foule or cleane, wine or water. 

Nam vercB voces turn demtcm pectore ah imo 
EjicmnHcrj et evipituv persona, manet res. 

For then are sent true speeches from the heart, 

We are oursc^lves, we leave to play a part. 


I.oe heere, why at this last cast, all our lives other 
actions must be tridc and touched. It is the master- 
day, the day that judgeth all others : it is the day, 
saith an auncient Writer, that must judge of all my 

CoHntmanc0f Tho looks we put on. Vimrds^ inaaks. 
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forepassed yeares. To death doc I rcferro the essay 
of my studies fruit. There shall wee see wiK'thor my 
discourse proceed from my heart, or from rny moutli. 
I have scene divers, by their death, either iii good or 
evill, give reputation to all tlieir forc^passed life. Scipio, 
father-in-law to Pompey, in will dying, repaired tlieill 
opinion which untill that houre men had held of 
him. Epaminondas being deniaiuled wiiieh of the 
three he esteemed most, either Chahrias, or Iphicratos, 
or himselfe : “ It is necessary,” s;ud he, " that we lie 
seene to die, before your question may well be re- 
solved." Verily, we should steale much from him, 
if he should be weighed without l:hc! honour and gu'at- 
nesse of his end. God hath willed it, as he [»least!d : 
but in my time three of the most execrahh; person.s 
that ever I knew in all abomination of lih-, ami the 
most infamous, have beene seem; to die vc-ry orderly 
and quietly, and in every circumstance cnm])use<l 
even unto perfection. There are some brave and 
fortunate deaths. I have scene her cut t in; twine of 
some man’s life, with a progresse of wonderfid ad- 
vancement, and with so wortlue an end, in-en in the 
flowre of his growth and spring of his youth, lliat in 
mine opinion, his amlatious and haughtie couragious 
designes, thought notliing so high as might intcuTupt 
them : who without going to the place where lie 
pretended, arived there more gloriously and worthily 
J his desire or aiiiKxl a.t, and !)y lus 

tall fore-went the power and name, whilln'r by his 
course he aspired. Wlien 1 judge of other men's lives 
I ever r^pect how tliey have behaved thisnselves in 
their end ; and my chiefest stmly is, I may well d.- 
meane my selfe at my last gaspe, tiiat is to say, tiuietly 
and constantly* ' * 


Essay, Trial (assay), 
Fore-^wem, Went beyond, 
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FRANCIS BACON 
Of Truth 

What is truth ? said jesting Pilate, and would not stay 
for an answer. Certainly there be that delight in 
giddiness, and count it a bondage to fix a belief ; 
ahecting free-will in thinking, as well as in acting. 
And though the sects of philosophers of that kind be 
gone, yet there remain certain discoursing wits which 
are of the same veins, though there be not so much 
blood in them as was in those of the ancients. But 
it is not only the difficulty and labour which men 
take in findmg out of truth, nor again that when it is 
found it imposeth upon men*s thoughts, that doth 
bring lies in favour ; but a natural though corrupt 
love of the lie itself. One of the later school of the 
Grecians examineth the matter, and is at a stand to 
think what should be in it, that men should love lies ; 
where neither they make for pleasure, as with poets ; 
]ior for advantage, as with the merchant ; but for 
the lie's sake. But I cannot tell : this same truth 
is a naked and open day-light, that doth not shew 
the masques and mummeries and triumphs of the 
world, half so stately and daintily as candle-lights. 
Truth may perhaps come to the price of a pearl, that 
slieweth l)cst by day ; but it will not rise to the price 
of a diamond or carbuncle, that sheweth best in 
varied lights. A mixturci of a lie doth ever add 
pleasure. Doth any man donl:>t, that if there were 
taken out of men's minds vain opinions, flattering 
hopes, false valuations, imaginations as one would, 

so 
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and the like, but it would leave tli(> minds of a 
number of men poor shrunken things, full of melan- 
choly and indisposition, and nn})leasing to them- 
selves ? One of the fathers, in gn'iit s<n'erity, called 
'poesy viMifn dMiionuvi, because it lillelh the imagina- 
tion, and yet it is but with the shadow of a, lie. But 
it is not the lie that passeth tlirongh the mind, l»ut 
the lie that sinketh in and se.ttleth in it. that doth 
the hurt, such as wc spake of hefore. But howsoma'r 
these things arc thus in men’s diq^raved jutlgments 
and affections, yet truth, which only doth judge it- 
self, teacheth that the inquiry of trnlh, which is tht; 
love-making or wooing of it, the knowledge of truth, 
which is the presence of it, and the belief of truth, 
which is the enjoying of it, is tlu; sovereign good of 
human nature. Tlu: linst creature of (iod, in the 
works of the days, was the light of the sense ; the, 
last was the light of reason ; and lus sid)l)a11i \vork, 
ever since, is the ilhunination of his Spirit. Inrst he 
breathed light upon the face of the niiitter' or cli;ios ; 
then he breathed light into thc!_ face tsf mars ; aiul 
still he breatheth and insi)ireth light into the face of 
his chosen. The poet tluit beaulilled the seet that 
was otherwise inferior to the rest, saitli yet exra-Uently 
well ; It is a pletmire to stand upon the shore, and io 
see ships tost upon the sea : a pleasure to stand in tho 
window of a castle, and to sea a haltlc and the advenlures 
thereof below : hit no pleasure is comparaMe to the 
standing upon tho vantage ground of truth (a hill nut 
to be commanded, and where the air is always clear 
and .serene), and io see the errors, and wanderings, and 
mists, and tempests,^ in the vale, below : so always that 
this prospect be with pity, and not with swt'Iling or 
pride. Certainly, it is heaven upon earth, to have a 
man’s mind move in charity, rest in providence, and 
turn upon the poles of truth. 


Vimm deemomm, The wine of devils* 
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To pass from theological and philosophical truth 
to the truth of civil business : it will be acknowlede“ed 
even by those that practise it not, that clear and 
round dealing is the honour of man's nature ; and 
that mixture of falsehood is like allay in coin of gold 
and silver ; ^ which may make the metal work the 
better, but it embaseth it. For these winding and 
crooked courses are the goings of the serpent ; which 
goeth basely upon the belly, and not upon the feet. 
Inere is no vice that doth so cover a man with shame 
as to be found false and perfidious. And therefore 
Mountaigny saith prettily, when he inquired the 
reason, why the word of the lie should be such a dis- 
grace and such an odious chai-ge ? saith he. If it he 
well weighed, to say that a man Heth, is as much to say 
as that he is brave towards God and a coward towards 
men For a lie faces God, and shrinks from man. 
burely the wickedness of falsehood and breach of 
if i possibly be so highly expressed, as in 

tiled it shall be the last peal to call the judgments 
of God u^pon the generations of men; it being fore- 
told, that when Christ cometh, he shall not find faith 
upon the earth. 


Of Wisdom for a Man’s Self 

An ant is a wise creature for itself, but it is a shrewd 
thing in an orchiurd or garden. And certainly men 
that are great lovers of themselves waste the public. 
Divide with reason between self-love and society ; and 
be so tiuo to thyself, as thou be not false to others, 
specially to thy king and country. It is a poor centre 
of a man s actions, himself. It is right earth. For 
that only stands fast upon his own centre ; whereas 
<ul things that have affinity with the heavens move 
upon the centre of another, which they benefit. The 

Shrmdf Cursed. 
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referring of all to a man's self is more toleral)Ie in a 
sovereign prince ; because themselves are not only 
themselves, but their good and evil is at tlie peril of 
the public fortune. But it is a desperates <ndl in a 
servant to a prince, or a citi/en iii a repuldic. iu:)r 
whatsoever affairs pass such a man s hands, he 
crooketh them to his own ends ; wliich must needs 
be often eccentric to the ends of his mastcu' or state. 
Therefore let princes, or states, choose such servants 
as have not this mark; except they mean tlieir 
service should be made but the accessary. 'nia.t 
which maketh the effect more pernidous is that all 
proportion is lost. It were disproportion tuiough for 
the servant's good to be preferred before tin* master's ; 
hut yet it is a greater extreme, wluai a liitlt^ goo<l of 
the servant shall carry things against ti grcnit good 
of the master's* And yet that is tlu‘ cast^ of l:)ad 
officers, treasurers, ambassadors, generals, and otluvr 
false and corrupt servants ; whit'h sert a Irias vhkjii 
their bowl, of their own petty (aids and t‘nvi(‘s, to 
the overthrow of their master's gnnit tmd iin|)ortant 
affairs. And for the most part, the good stadi s<m-* 
vants receive is after the modt*! of their own fortmu* ; 
but the hurt they sell for that good is afttu' the niodid 
of their master's fortune. And ciulainly it is the 
nature of extreme self-lovers, as tliey will set an house 
on fire, and it were but to roast tlieir eggs ; and y(d 
these men many times liold credit with their nuisters, 
because their study is but to please tlnan anti |>roiit 
themselves ; and for either resjptict th(‘y will tiliandon 
the good of their affairs. 

Wisdom for a man's self is, in many branches 
oi a depraved thing. It is the wisdom of rats, that 
will be sure to leave a house somewhat h^Unv it fall 
It is the wisdom of the fox, that tlirusts out the hadgt*r, 
who digged and made room for him* It is tlic wis- 

Eccentric to, InmmisteiU witlt. 
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dom of crocodiles, that shed tears when they would 
devour. But that which is specially to be noted is, 
that those which (as Cicero says of Pompey) are sui 
anianUs sine rivali, are many times unfortunate. 
And whereas they have all their time sacrificed to 
themselves, they become in the end themselves sacri- 
fices to the inconstancy of fortune, whose wings they 
thought by their self-wisdom to have pinioned. 

Of Masques and Triumphs 

These things are but toys, to come amongst such 
serious observations. But yet, since princes will have 
such things, it is better they should be graced with 
elegancy, than daubed with cost. Dancing to song 
is a thing of great state and pleasure. I understand 
it, that the song be in quire, placed aloft, and ac- 
companied with some broken music ; and the ditty 
fitted to the device. Acting in song, especially in 
dialogues, hath an extreme good grace : I say acting, 
not dancing (for that is a mean and vulgar thing) ; 
and the voices of the dialogue would be strong and 
manly (a bass and a tenor, no treble) ; and the ditty 
high and tragical, not nice or dainty. Several quires, 
placed one over against another, and taking the voice 
by catches, anthem-wise, give great pleasure. Turn- 
ing dances into figure is a childish curiosity. And 
generally, let it be noted, that those things which I 
here set down are such as do naturally take the sense,, 
and not respect petty wonderments. It is true, the 
alterations of scenes, so it be quietly and without noise, 
are things of great beauty and pleasure ; for they 
feed and relieve the eye, before it be full of the same 
object. Let the scenes abound with light, specially 
coloured and varied ; and let the. masquers, or any 

Stii amanUs sine rivali, Mea who love themselves without a rival* 
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other, that are to come down from Die scene, have 
some motions upon the scene itself before tlieir com- 
ing down ; for it draws the eye strangely, and makes 
it with great pleasure to desire to see that it cannot 
perfectly discern. Let the songs l)e loud and clieer- 
ful, and not chirpings or palings, fad the music 
likewise be sharp and loud and well jilace.d. The 
colours that shew best by candle-light are. white, 
carnation, and a kind of sea-water-gnien ; and 
oes, or spangs, as they are of no gre:it cost, so 
they are of most glory. As for rich ('inbroidcry, it 
is lost and not discemed. Let tin; suits of’ tlie 
masquers be graceful, and sucli as become the ijcrson 
when the vizars are off: not aftcT e.'camidcs of 
known attires ; Turks, soldiers, mariners, and the 
hke. Let antimasques not be long ; they have been 
commonly of fools, satyrs, balloons, wild-inen, antics, 
beasts, sprites, witches, Ethiopes, pigmits, tun n ads, 
n 5 nnphs, rustics, Cupids, statmis moving, and tlic 
like. As for angels, it is not comical enough to put 
them in antimasques ; and any tliitig that is hideous, 
as devils, giants, is on the other side as unfit. But 
chiefly, let the music of them he recreative, and with 
some strange changes. vSorne sweet odours, suddenly 
coming forth, without any drops fulling, are, in sucli 
a company as there is steam and heat, things of grt'ut 
pleasure and refreshment, rkralile masques, oiu* of 
men, another of ladies, addeth state and variety. 
But all is nothing, except the room be kind clear mid 
neat. 

For justs, and tourneys, and barriers ; the glories 
of them are chiefly in the chariots, wherein the 
challengers make their entry ; especially if ihev be 
drawn with strange beasts, as lions, biiars, carnds, 
and. tae like i or in the devices of their c*iilnuKH* j 
or m the bravery of their liveries ; or in the goodly 

Ofis, Round spanMes. Antmimpms, Intf 

TwqueUt TurltisJi pupptU, 
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furniture of their horses and armour. But enough of 
these toys. 


Of Gardens 

Gob Almighty first planted a garden. And indeed 
it is the purest of human pleasures. It is the greatest 
infreshment to the spirits of man ; without which, 
buildings and palaces are but gross handyworks : 
and a man shall ever see that when ages grow to 
civility and elegancy, men come to build stately 
sooner than to garden finely ; as if gardening were 
the greater perfection. I do hold it, in the royal 
ordering of gardens, there ought to be gardens for 
all the months in the year ; in which, severally, 
things of beauty may be then in season. For De- 
cember and January and the latter part of November, 
you must take such things as are green ail winter : 
holly ; ivy ; bays ; junipers ; cypress-trees ; yew ; 
pine-apple-trees ; fir-trees ; rosemary ; lavender ; 
periwinkle, the white, the purple, and the blue; 
germander ; flags ; orange-trees, lemon-trees, and 
myrtles, if they be stoved ; and sweet marjoram, 
warm set. There followeth, for the latter part of 
January and Februai^^, the mezereon-tree, which 
tiien blossoms ; crocus vernus, both the yellovv' and 
the grey ; primroses ; anemones ; the early tulippa ; 
liyacinthus orientalis ; chamams ; fritillaria. For 
March, there come violets, specially the single blue, 
which are the earliest ; the yellow daffadil ; the 
daisy ; the almond-tree in blossom ; the peach-tree 
in blossom ; the cornelian-tree in blossom ; sweet- 
briar. In April follow, the double white violet ; the 
wall-llower ; the stock-gillyflower ; the cowslip ; 
liower-delices, and lilies of all natures ; rosemary 

Slovedf Mesereofit Olive spurge, 

ChmmiiriSi T^warf iris. 
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flowers ; the tiilippa ; the dotil)le piony ; the pale 
claffadil ; the French honeysuckle ; Ihc^ cherry-tr(>e 
in blossom; the dammasin aiul roes' iiC blos- 

som; the white-thorn in hi\i ; tiie liku'-lree. In 
May and June come pinks of all sorts, sj)(H'ially the 
blush pink; roses of all kiiuls, exc(‘pt tlu' musk, 
which comes later ; honoysnckli's ; strawlKuTies ; 
bugloss ; columbine; tlie h'roncli marv,t(ol<l ; tins 
Africanus ; cherry-tree in fruit ; ril)os ; ligs in fruit ; 
rasps ; vine flowers ; lavendt'r in flowm's ; tlio sweet 
satyrian, with the white ilnwor ; hvv\n\ muscaria, ; 
lilium convallium ; the applo-tnM;^ in l)lossom. In 
July come gillyflowers of all varii^tiis; musk-roses; 
the lime-tree in blossom; early pears and |)Iurus in 
fruit; ginnitings; quadlins* In August come |)]ums 
of all sorts in fruit; pears; n})rie{Hdvs: iKnlxaiits ; 
filberds; musk-melons; moaks-hoods, of all colours. 
In September come grapes; a])i>les; |)op|)it‘s of all 
colours ; peaches ; melocotones ; need uri nes ; cor- 
nelians ; wardens; quinces. In OctolnT and the 
beginning of Novemljer c.onu^ sta-vict‘s ; medlars ; 
bnllises ; roses cut or removtid to come lat ; lioily- 
okes; and such like. Tliese partimilars an* for tlie 
climate of London; but my imuiung is |)crc(dvt‘d, 
that you may have ver pcypctmim, as the uhwu 
affords. 

And because the breatii of flowers is fur sweed tu’ in 
tlie air (wiiere it comes and goes, like tin* wariiling of 
music) than in the hand, tlierefon* nothing is more ht 
for that delight, than to know wliat be tin* [lowers and 
plants that do best perfume the air. Rosts, damask 
and red, are fast flowers of their snu^lls ; so that you 
may walk by a whole row of them, and fnul nnthinl' of 
their sweetness ; yea, though it be in a inoniiiig’s (hav. 


oSr'l’ Gi«»«r»wv. Earlv ai.|»lM. 
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Bays likewise yield no smell as they grow. Rose- 
mary little ; nor sweet marjoram. That which above 
all others yields the sweetest smell in the air, is the 
violet ; specially the white double violet, which 
comes twice a year ; about the middle of April, and 
about Bartholomewtide. Next to that is tliQ musk- 
rose. Then the strawberry-leaves dying, which [yield] 
a most excellent cordial smell. Then the flower of 
the vines ; it is a little dust, like the dust of a bent, 
which grows upon the cluster in the first coming 
forth. Then sweet-briar. Then wall-flowers, which 
are very delightful to be set under a parlour or 
lower chaml^er window. Then pinks and gillyflowers, 
specially the matted pink and clove gillyflower. 
Then the flowers of the lime-tree. Then the honey- 
suckles, so they be somewhat afar off. Of bean 
flowers 1 speak not, because they are field flowers. 
But those which perfume the air most delightfully, 
not passed by as the rest, but being trodden upon 
and crushed, are three : that is, bimiet, wild thyme, 
and water-mints. Therefore you are to set whole 
alleys of them, to have the pleasure when you walk 
or tread. 

For gardens (speaking of those which are indeed 
prince-like, as we have done of buildings), the con- 
tents ought not well to be under thirty acres of 
ground, and to be divided into three parts : a green 
in the entrance ; a heath or desert in the going forth ; 
a,nd the main garden in the midst ; besides alleys on 
both sides. And I like well that four acres of ground 
be assigned to the green ; six to the heath ; four and 
four to either side ; and twelve to the main garden, 
Tlie green hath two pleasures : the one, because 
nothing is more pleasant to the eye than green grass 
kept finely vShorn ; the other, because it will give you 
a fair alley in the midst, by which you may go in 
front upon a stately hedge, which is to enclose the 
garden. But because tlie alley will be long, and, in 
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great heat of the year or day. yon ought not to ])uy 
the shade in the garden by going in the sun thorough 
the green, therefore you arc. of either sidt^ tlie grc'cai, 
to plant a covert alley, upon car|H‘ntt‘r’s work, alxnit 
twelve foot in height,' l)y whieh you inay go in sliatlc 
into the garden. As for ttie making of knots or 
figures with divers-coloured earths, that tht^y may lie 
under the windows of the house on that side which 
the garden stands, they l)e l)ut toys you ma}/ see 
as good sights many times in tarts, 1'ht' gai'den is 
best to be square; encompassed, on all (lui four 
sides, with a stately art'hcd liedge. 'Fla^ arclus to 
be. upon pillars of carpenter’s work, of some* ten ftKit 
high and six foot broad ; and tlui siKiees i jetwixai of 
the same dimension with iho l>readlti of the arclu 
Over the arches let tliere be an entire hedgt*, of some 
four foot high, framed also u|)on carptmter’s work ; 
and upon the upper lieclg<‘, over every ai'ch, a little 
turret, with a belly, enmigii to retaavt^ a cage of l>irds ; 
and over every space bctwtMui tlu^ arclu'S sona^ ollxa' 
little figure, with broad plat<js of rotmd colonrt'd glass, 
gilt, for the sun to pltiy upotn Btit this luulgt^ I 
intend to be raised upon a l>ank, not Imi gcailly 
slope, of some six foot, set all witli flowers. Also I 
understand that this square of the garden should not 
be the whole breadth of the ground, but to k^ave, on 
either side, ground enough for diversity t)f sidt! alleys ; 
unto which the two covert alleys uf ' tlu; gnxm inay 
deliver you. But tliere must btuio aiktys with luHlgi's 
at either end of this great enclosure': not at the 
hither end, for letting your prospect njion this fair 
hedge from the green ; noi^ at the furthic end, for 
letting your prospect from tlie Inxlge, tlirangh the 
arches, upon the heath. 

For the ordering of the ground witliin tin; giv'at 
hedge, I leave it to variety of device ; mlvising, never- 
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theless, that whatsoever form you cast it into, first, it 
be not too busy or full of work. Wherein I, for my 
part, do not like images cut out in juniper or other 
garden stuff ; they be for children. Little low hedges, 
round, like welts, with some pretty pyramides, I like 
well ; and in some places, fair columns upon frames 
of carpenter's work. I would also have the alleys 
spacious and fair. You may have closer alleys upon 
the side grounds, but none in the main garden. I 
wish also, in the very middle, a fair mount, with three 
ascents, and alleys, enough for four to walk abreast ; 
which I would have to be perfect circles, without any 
bulwarks or embossments ; and the whole mount to 
be thirty foot high ; and some fine banqueting-house, 
with some chimneys neatly cast, and without too 
much glass. 

For fountains, they are a great beauty and refresh- 
ment ; but pools mar all, and make the garden un- 
wholesome and full of flies and frogs. Fountains I 
intend to be of two natures : the one, that sprinkleth 
or spoutetli water ; the other, a fair receipt of water, 
of some thirty or forty foot square, but without fish, 
or slime, or mud. For the first, the ornaments of 
images gilt, or of marble, which are in use, do well : 
but the main matter is, so to convey the water, as it 
never stay, either in the bowls or in the cistern ; that 
the water be never by rest discoloured, green or red 
or the like, or gather any mossiness or putrefaction. 
Besides that, it is to be cleansed every day by the 
hand. Also some steps up to it, and some fine pave- 
ment about it, cloth well. As for the other kind of 
fouutain, which we may call a bathing pool, it may 
admit much curiosity and beauty, wherewith we will 
not trouble ourselves : as, that the bottom be finely 
ptivtxl, and witli images ; the sides likewise ; aird 
withal embellished with coloured glass, and such 
things' of lustre ; encompassed also with fine rails of 
low statixas. But the main point is the same which 
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we mentioned in the former kind of fotiniain ; which 
is, that the water be in perpetual inotion, fed by a 
water higher than the pool, and tbhvere.cl into it by 
fair spouts, and then discharged a, way iindm' ground, 
by some equality of bores, thiit it stay And 

for fine devices, of arching vvaitn' without S|)illing, 
and making it rise in sciveral forms (of feathers, 
drinking glasses, cano|)ies, and tliey l)e 

pretty things to look on, but uotliing to In^altli and 
sweetness. 

For the heath, which was tlie third part of onr |)lot, 
I wish it to be framed, as much as may b(‘, to a, 
natural wildness. Trees I would Iia.v<t luiiut in it ; 
but some thickets, mad(^ only of sw(*et»4u*iar and 
honeysuckle, and som(^ wild vine amongst ; and the 
ground set with violets, straw! )erri<‘s, iiiul in’imroses. 
For these are sweet, and prosper in tiie sluuhs And 
these to be in the lieath, here aiul ilua'ts ra)t in any 
order. I like also little heaps, in t!u‘ irattiri* of mohv 
hills (such as are in wild heaths), to be st?!, souu* witli 
wild thyme ; some with pinks ; somt‘ with ger- 
mander, that gives a good ilow(‘r to llie ; som<i 
with periwinkle; some with vioUds ; sonu* with 
strawberries ; some, with cowsli|)S ; some with 
daisies ; some with red roses ; some witli lilium 
convallium; some with swetd:“\vdlliams red; some 
with bear's-foot ; ^ and the like low ilowers, hm\g 
withal sweet and sightly. Part of which la sips ti » be 
with standards of little bushes pricked UjHui tlicdr 
top, and part without. The standards to hi\ ros(;s ; 
juniper ; holly ; berberries (Init In^re and t h(‘r(g be- 
cause of the smell of their blossom) ; red iuuTa.nts ; 
gooseberries ; rosemary ; bays ; swtHit-liriar ; and studi 
like. But these standards to lie kcqit with cutting, 
that they grow not out of course, 

For the side grounds, you are to fill tliem witli 
variety of alleys, private, to give a full shade, sonu; of 
them, wheresoever the sun bo. You are to frame 
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some of them likewise for shelter, that when the wind 
blows sharp, you may walk as in a gallery. And 
those alleys must be likewise hedged at both ends, 
to keep out the wind ; and these closer alleys must be 
ever finely gravelled, and no grass, because of going 
wet. In many of these alleys likewise, you are to set 
fruit-trees of all sorts ; as well upon the walls as in 
ranges. And this would be generally observed, that 
the borders, wherein you plant your fruit-trees, be 
fair and large, and low, and not steep ; and set with 
line flowers, but thin and sparingly, lest they deceive 
the trees. At the end of both the side grounds, I 
would have a mount of some pretty height, leaving the 
wall of the enclosure breast high, to look abroad into * 
the fields. 

For the main garden, I do not deny hut there should 
be some fair alleys, ranged on l:)Otli sides with fruit- 
trees ; and some pretty tufts of fruit-trees, and ar- 
bours with seats, set in some decent order ; but these 
to be by no means set too thick ; but to leave the 
main garden so as it be not close, but the air open 
and free. For as for shade, I would have you rest 
upon the alleys of the side grounds, there to walk, if 
you be disposed, in the heat of the year or day ; but 
to make account that the main garden is for the more 
tciinperate parts of the year ; and in the heat of 
summer, for the morning and the evening, or over- 
cast days. 

For aviaries, I like them not, except they be of that 
largeness as they may be turfed, and have living plants 
and btrshes set in them ; that the birds may have 
more scope and natural nestling, and that no foulness 
appear in the floor of the aviary. 

So I have made a platform of a princely garden, 
T)artly by precept, partly by drawing, not model, 
but some general lines of it ; and in this I have spared 


Dmivct Deprive, • JPlatform, Outline or plan. 
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for no cost. But it i.s nothing for gn'.-it 
for the most part, taking advice; witii e 
no less cost set their thing.s togeethci 
times add statuas, and such things 
magnificence, but nothing to the; true 
garden. 


: princes, that, 
workmen, with 
: and sonns 
foi- state and 
pleasure of a 



ABRAHAM COWLEY 
Of Greatness 

Since we cannot attain to greatness, says the Sietir de 
Montaigne, let us have our revenge by railing at it : 
this he spoke but in jest. I believe he desired it no 
more than I do, and had less reason, for he enjoyed so 
plentiful and honourable a fortune in a most excellent 
country, as allowed him all the real conveniences of 
it, separated and piu“ged from the incommodities. If 
I were but^ in his condition, I should think it hard 
measure, without being convinced of any crime, to be 
sequestered from it and made one of the principal 
officers of state. But the reader may think that what 
I now say is of small authority, because I never was, 
nor ever shall be, put to the trial ; I can therefore 
only make my protestation. 

If ever I more riches did desire 
Than cleanliness and quiet do require ; 

If e’er ambition did my fancy cheat, 

With any wish so mean as to be great, 

Continue, Heaven, still from me to remove 
The humble blessings of that life I love. 

I know very many men will despise, and some pity 
me, for this humour, as a poor-spirited fellow ; but I 
axn content, and, like Horace, thank God for being so. 
Dii bme fec&runtt inopis me quodque pusilli finxerunt 
cmimL t confess I love littleness almost in all things. 
A little convenient estate, a little cheerful house, a 
little company, and a very little feast ; and if I were 

pa b$mf The gods did well to make me of a poor and timid 
spirit. 



ever to fall in love ageiin (whicli is a great passion, a,nd 
therefore I hope I have done with it) it would l)(‘, I 
think, with prettiness rather tlian with niajcistieal 
iDeauty. I would neither wish that my mistn^ss, nor 
my fortune, should be a hona roba, nor, ;vs Houua- \iSiHi 
to describe his beauties, like a dn,ngldr‘r of gn'at 
Jupiter, for the stateliness and largent'ss of htn* jH^rson, 
but, as Lucretius says, '' Pcmmla, pumilm, x^iphun* 
Ilia, tola memm sal.” 

Wliere there is one man of this, I btdim’e then‘ are 
a thousand of Sciiecio's mind, whose ridieultms alT(‘(> 
tation of grandeur Seneca tlie elder dc^scritu’s to this 
effect, Senecio was a man of a tmi)id ami confustHl 
wit, who could not endure to s|)eak atiy Imt mighty 
words and sentences, till this huni()ur gnav at last into 
so notorious a habit, or rather dismstg tis lH'.eanu^ the- 
sport of the whole town : he would luivi^ no Htaa^aiiis 
but huge massy fellows, no plate or houstdudd tduff 
but thrice as big as the fashioti ; you may Ijelieve nut, 
for I speak it without raillery, his extravaganry tutme 
at last into such a madness that he would not put on 
a pair of shoes each of which was not lag i^jiongh for 
both his feet ; he would eat notlung but wliat was 
great, nor touch any fruit but horse-plums iind pound- 
pears, He kept a concubine that was a v<u'y giaidt‘ss, 
and made her walk, too, always in chiopinsAill at last 
he got the surname of Scnecio Grandw,” wlueh, 
Messala said, was not his cognorneig Imt his ctjgno- 
mentum, Wren he declaimed for the thria^ humlred 
Lacedsemonians, who also opposed Xerxes' army of 
above three hundred thousand, he strtdciu^d out; his 
arms and stood on tiptoes, that ho might uppi^ar tlu* 
taller, and ^criecl out in a very loml voice, '*1 rejoict^ 
I rejoice ! We wondered, I remember, what JU‘W 
great fortune had befallen his tmrinence. Xerxt*sJ' 
says he, is all mine own. He who took away (he 

Parvula, etc,, Small and dwarfish, hut (uie, nf tiia ;dl 

High 
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sight of the sea with the canvas veils of so many 
ships ...” and then he goes on so, as I know' not 
what to make of the rest, whether it be the fault of 
the edition, or the orator’s own burly way of nonsense. 

This is the character that Sencc'i gives'of this hyper- 
bolical fop, whom we stand amazed at, and yet there 
are. very few men who are not, Iti some things, and to 
some degree, grandios. Is anything more' common 
than to see our ladies of quality wear sui!h high shocss 
as they cannot walk in without one to lead them ? 
and a gown as long again as tlieir l)ody, so that they 
cannot stir to the ne.xt room witliout a page or two to 
hold it up ? I may safely say that all tlie ostimtation 
of our gi-andees is just like a train, of no use in the 
world, but horribly cumliersome and inconunodious. 
Wliat is all this but spice of grandio ! Mow tedious 
would this be if we were always bound to it ! 1 do 
believe there is no king who would not rather be do;- 
posed than endure every day of his nagn all the i-eru- 
monies of his coronation. The miglitiest iirinces are 
Ijlad to lly often from these majistic [ilf^asures (which 
is, nKitliinks, no small disparagement to tlutm), as it 
were for refuge;, to the most contemiitihli; divertise- 
nu.;nts and meeuuist recreeitions of tin; vulgar, nay, 
even of children. One of the; most jK)We;rful aiiel 
fortunate princes eE the; world of late; could line! out 
no eleliglit so seitisfactory eis the; ke‘e;ping of little 
singing-birds, and hearing of thean and whistling to 
the;m. What did the e'mpe;rors of tlie; whole; weerlel ? 
If eve;r any men had the; fres; and full emjoyiue’iit of 
all human gri'atne'ss (navq that woulel neU suUiere, few 
they would be goels loo) the-y e-ewtaiulv p>sse-sse-d it ; 
and yet one; of (hem, wlie> style;el himself ” l.eirel anel 
Gud of tluj could lUit tell liow to whole 

flay pleasiinlly. without spe'iiding remstant two or 
three houns in catching ejf llte-s, ;md killing tliean witli 
a bodkin, eis if his geielship had been He'elze-hub. ( hte 
of ms predecessors, Nero (who never put any bounds, 
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nor met with any stop to his appetite), could divert 
himself with no pastime more agreealdii than to run 
about the streets all night in a disguise, and al)use 
the women and affront the mm whom lie nu*t, and 
sometimes to beat tliein, and somcdirnes to l)e h{;ai(‘n 
by them. This was one of Iiis impmial not'tiirnai 
pleasures; his chiefest in tlie day was to sing and 
play upon a fiddle, in the halat of a minstrt*!. ufion 
the public stage ; he was proudt*r of tlie garlands t liat; 
were given to his divine voice (as tliey called it tlum) 
in those kind of prizes, than all his fondalhi^rs w<‘r(^ 
of their triumphs over nations, lie did not at his 
death complain that so mighty an (;ni|K'ror, and tlie 
last of all the Cresaritm race of deities, slionld ];)e 
brought to so vShamefiil and mis(‘nible an md, Init 
only cried out, Alas 1 what pity it is that so excel- 
lent a musician should perish in this manner ! '* lUs 
uncle Claudius spent half his time at jdaving at dic<‘ ; 
that was the main fruit of liis sovertngjit y. I omit 
the madnesses of Caligula's delights, ami tlm exo(n';U>j(^ 
sordidness of those of Tiberivis. Would om' think 
that Augustus himself , the highest and most fortunate 
of mankind, a person endowed too with many (^xtadlent 
parts of nature, should be so hard put to it soiutdimt‘s 
for want of recreations, as to l.)e found inlaying a t nuts 
and bounding-stones with little Syrian and Moorish 
boys, whose company he took deliglit in for tlu*ir 
prating and their wantomiess ? 


Was it for tliis, that Rome's best blood he 
With so much falsehood, m mueli guilt ? 
Was it for this that his ambition strove 
To equal Cavsar first, and aftta* Jove ? 
Greatness is barren snre of solid joys ; 

Her merchant line, I fear, is all in ttjys ; 

She could not else sure so untavil he, 

To treat his universal majesty, 

His new created Deity, 

With nuts and houiidmg-stones and lioyji. 
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But we must excuse her for this meagre entertain- 
ment ; she has not really wherewithal to make such 
feasts as we imagine ; her guests must be contented 
sometimes with but slender cates, and with the same 
cold meats served over and over again, even till they 
become nauseous. When you have pared away all 
the vanity, what solid and natural contentment does 
there remain which may not be had with five hundred 
pounds a year ? Not so many servants or horses, but 
a few good ones, which will do all the business as well ; 
not so many choice dishes at every meal, but at several 
meals all of them, which makes them both the more 
healthy and the more pleasant ; not so rich garments 
nor so frequent changes, but as warm and as comely, 
and so frequent change, too, as is every jot as good 
for the master, though not for the tailor or valet-de- 
chambre ; not such a stately palace, nor gilt rooms, 
nor the costlier sorts of tapestry, but a convenient 
brick house, with decent wainscot and pretty forest- 
work hangings. Lastly (for I omit all other particu- 
lars, and will end with that which I love most in both 
conditions), not whole woods cut in walks, nor vast 
parks, nor fountain or cascade gardens, but herb and 
flower and fruit gardens, which are more useful, and 
the water every whit as clear and wholesome as if it 
darted from the breasts of a marble nymph or the urn 
of a river-god. If for all this you like better the sub- 
stance of that former estate of life, do but consider 
the inseparable accidents of both : servitude, disquiet, 
danger, and most commonly guilt, inherent in the 
one. ; in the other, liberty, tranquillity, security, and 
innocence : and when you have thought upon this, 
you will confess that to be a truth which appeared to 
you before but a ridiculous paradox, that a low 
fortune is better guarded and attended than a high 
one* If, indeed, we look only upon the flourish- 
ing head of the tree, it appears a most beautiful 
object* 
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Sed quantum vertice ad atiras 

/Etherias, tantum radice ad 'Tartar a tendit. 

As far up towards heaven the branches grow. 

So far the root sinks down to hell below. 

Another horrible disgrace to greatness is, that it is 
for the most part in pitiful want and distress. What 
a wonderful thing is this, unless it degenerate into 
avarice, and so cease to be greatness. It falls pcT- 
petually into such necessities as driven it into all the 
meanest and most sordid ways of borrowing, cozenage, 
and robbery, Manoipiis loouplcs, egei acris (kippa- 
docum Rex. This is the case of alniost all great mm, 
as well as of the poor king of Cappa.do(‘ia, They 
abound with slaves, but are indigeuvt of money, llie 
ancient Roman emperors, who had tlu‘ riches of tlie 
whole world for their revenue, had wlierewithtil to 
live, one would have thought, pretty well at easts tind 
to have been exempt from the j)ressures of tvKtrtune 
poverty. But yet witli most of tluan it was inucli 
otherwise, and they fell perptdually into siH‘h miser- 
able penury, that they were forced to (U*vour or 
squeeze most of their friends and sta'vants, lu cliea.t 
with infamous projects, to ransack and pillage all 
their provinces. Tins fashion of imperial grandtnir is 
imitated by all inferior and subordinate sorts of it, 
as if it were a point of honour. They must l)e cheated 
of a third part of their estates, two other thirds they 
must expend in vanity, so that they remain deldors 
for all the necessary provisions of life, and have no 
way to satisfy those debts but out of tlm succours and 
supplies of rapine ; as riches increase/’ says Solo 
mon, so do the mouths that devour it, Tlie mastt^r 
mouth has no more than befoni ; tlie owner, methinks, 
is like Oenus in the fable, who is perpetually winding 
a rope of hay and an ass at the end peri)etut^ly eating 
it. Out of these inconveniences axises naturally one 
more, which is, that no greatness can be satisixed or 
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contented with itself : still, if it could mount up a 
little higher j it would be happy * if it could bnf cSi* 
y^onld obtain all its desires ; but at 
last, when It is got up to the very top of the peak S 
enenffe, it is in very great danger of breaking its 
neck downwards, but in no possibility of ascendine- 
upwards into tip seat of tranquillity above the mSf 

world, the old giants’ 
arc said to have made an heroical attempt of fcaline 
Heaven in despite of the gods, and they cast Ossl 
Olympus and Pelion upon Ossa, two or three 
moimtains more they thought would have done their 
business, but the thunder spoiled all the work when 
they were come up to the third storey ; 

And what a noble plot was crossed 
And what a brave design was lost/ 

A famous person of their offspring, the late giant of 
our nation, when, from the condition of a verlircoii- 
sidorable captain, he had made himself lieiitenant- 
geneial of an army of little Titans, which was his first 
moun am ; and afterwards general, which was his 
set.ond , inul after that absolute tyrant of three king- 
doms, which was the third, and almost touched the 
heaven which he affected ; is believed to have died 
with grief and discontent because he could not attain 
to Hie honest name of a king, and the old formality of 
a Clown, though he had before exceeded the power bv 

have compassed 

tlnit, he would perhaps have wanted something else 

wmt felicity, and pined away for the 

want_ of the title of an emperor or a god. The reason 
of this IS, that greatness has no reality in nature but 
IS a creature of the fancy— a notion that consists only 
111 «£ation and comparison. It is indeed an idol ’ 
weki*’ teaches us that a.11 idol is nothing in the 

meridian of the 
4 
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sun, but only in respect to several places : there is no 
right or left, no upper hand in nature ; everything is 
little and everything is great according as it is diversely 
compared. There may be perhaps some villages in 
Scotland or Ireland where 1 miglit be a great man ; 
and in that case I should be like Casar—you would 
wonder how Caesar and I should be like oikj: another in 
anything — and choose rather to be the first man of 
the village than second at I’tome. Our coxmtry is 
called Great Britain, in regard only of a lesstjr of the 
same name ; it would be but a xadiculous e|>ithet 
for it when we consider it together with the kingdom 
of China. That, too, is but a pitiful mod of ground 
in comparison of the whole earth besides ; and tliis 
whole globe of earth, which we account so inimens(» a 
body, is but one point or atom in relation to tliose 
numberless worlds that are scattered up mid down in 
the infinite space of the sky which we l)(‘liold. 11 ui 
other many inconveniences of grandenr 1 ha ve s])oken 
of dispersedly in several cha])ters, and sliall (*nd this 
with an ode of Horace, not exactly copiiHl but rudi^ly 
imitated. 


Hokace, Lib. 3, Ode i 


Odi profanitm vulgiis, eic. 

I 

Hence, ye profane ; I hate ye all ; 

Both the great vulgar, and the small. 

To virgin minds, which yet their natives whiteness 
hold, 

Not yet discoloured with the love of gold 
(That jaundice of the soul, 

Which makes it look so gilded and $0 foul). 

To you, ye very few, these truths I tell ; 

The muse inspires my song, hark, and observe it well 
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II 

We look ou men, and wonder at such odds 

'Twixt things that were the same by birth ; 

We look on kings as giants of the earth, 

These giants arc but pigmies to the gods. 

The humblest bush and proudest oak 
Are but of equal proof against the thunder-stroke. 
Beauty and strength, and wit, and wealth, and power 
Have their short flourishing hour, 

And love to see themselves, and smile. 

And joy in their pre-eminence a while ; 

Even so in the same land, 

Poor weeds, rich corn, gay flowers together stand ; 
Alas, death mows down all with an impartial hand. 


Ill 

And all you men, whom greatness does so please, 
Ye feast, I fear, like Damocles. 

If you your eyes could upwaixls move, 

(Ihit you, I fear, think nothing is above) 

You would perceive by what a little thread 
The sword still liangs over your head. 

No tide of wine would drown your cares, 

No mirth or music over-noise your fears ; 

The fear of death would you so watchful keep. 
As not to admit the image of it, sleep. 


IV 

Sleep is a god too proud to wait in palaces ; 

Aiul yet so humble, too, as not to scorn 

The meanest country cottages ; - ^ 

His poppy grows among the convr * 
The halcyon sleep will never build hi^ iiest 
In any stormy breast. k ( 

8485 VV."-- 


-PuliUt 
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Tis not enough that he does find 
Clouds and darkness in their mind ; 
Darkness but half his work will do, 
Tis not enough ; he must find quiet too. 


V 

The man who, in all wishes he does make, 

Does only Nature's counsel take, 

That wise and happy man will never fcnir 
The evil aspects of the year, 

Nor tremble, though two cohiots should api)ear„ 
He does not look in almanacks to set!! 

Whether he fortunate shall he ; 

Let Mars and Satxirn in the lieavcms conjoin, 
And what they please against tla^ world di^sign, 
So Jupiter within him si, line. 


VI 

If of their pleasures and desires no imd be found ; 
God to their cares and fears will set no liound. 

Wliat would content you ? Wlio can tell ? 

Ye fear so much to lose wliat you have got 
As if ye liked it well. 

Ye strive for more, as if yc liked it not. 

Go, level hills, and fill up seas, 

Spare nought that may your wanton faiK\v phrase * 
But trust me, when you have dont* all this, 
Much will be missing still, and much will bt* aruiss* 


Of Myself 

It is a hard and nice subject for a man to writt^ of 
himself ; it grates his own heart to say anything of 
disparagement and the reader's ears to hear ^anything 
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of praise for him. There is no danger from me of 
offending him in this kind ; neither my mind, nor my 
body, nor my fortune allow me any materials for that 
vanity. It is sufficient for my own contentment that 
they have preserved me from being scandalous, or 
remarkable on the defective side. But besides that, 
I shall here speak of myself only in relation to the 
subject of these precedent discourses, and shall be 
likelier thereby to fall into the contempt than rise up 
to the estimation of most people. As far as my 
memory can return back into my past life, before I 
knew or was capable of guessing what the world, or 
glories, or business of it were, the natural affections 
of my soul gave me a secret bent of aversion from 
them, as some plants are said to turn away from others 
by an antipathy imperceptible to themselves and 
inscrutable to man's understanding. Even when I 
was a very young boy at school, instead of running 
about on holidays and playing with my fellows, I was 
wont to steal from them and walk into the fields, 
either alone with a book, or with some one companion, 
if I could find any of the same temper. I was then, 
too, so much an enemy to all constraint, that my mas- 
ters could never prevail on me, by any persuasions or 
encouragements, to learn without book the common 
rules of grammar, in which they dispensed with me 
alone, because they found I made a shift to do the 
usual exercises out of my own reading and observa- 
tion, That I was then of the same mind as I am now 
(which I confess I wonder at myself) may appear by 
the latter end of an ode which I made when I was but 
thirteen years old, and which was then printed with 
many other verses. The beginning of it is boyish, 
but of this part which I here set down, if a very 
little were corrected, I should hardly now be much 
ashamed. 
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IX 

This only grant me, that my means may lie 
Too low for envy, for contempt too liigh. 

Some honour I would have, 

Not from great deeds, but good alone. 

The unknown are better than ill Iviiown. 

Rumour can ope the grave ; 

Acquaintance I would have, but wluai it dcptaids 
Not on the number, biit the choice uf friends. 


X 

Books should, not business, entertain tlie light, 

And sleep, as undisturbed as ck^ath, the night. 

My house a cottage, more 
Than palace, and vshoulcl fitting be 
For all my use, no luxury. 

My garden painted o'er 

With l^ature's hand, not Art’s ; and pleasures yield, 
Horace might envy in his vSaliine fiehi 

XI 

Thus would I double my life's fading space. 

For he that runs it well twice runs Ins race. 

And in this true delight, 

These unbought sports, this haripy state, 

I would not fear, nor wish my fate, 

But boldly say each night, 

To-morrow let my sun his bc^ams disiilay 
Or in clouds hide them— I have lived to«day. 

You may see by it I was even then acquainted with 
the poets (for the conclusion is taken out of Horace), 
and perhaps it was the immature and immoderate lov<^ 
of them which stamped first, or rather engraved, these 
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characters in me. They were like letters cut into the 
bark of a young tree, which with the tree still grow 
proportionably. But how this love came to be pro- 
duced in me so early is a hard question. I believe I 
can tell the particular little chance that filled my head 
first with such chimes of verse as have never since left 
ringing there. I'or I remember when I began to read, 
and to take some pleasure in it, there was wont to lie 
in my mother’s parlour (I know not by what accident, 
for she herself never in her life read any book but of 
devotion), but there was wont to lie Spenser’s works ; 
this I happened to fall upon, and was infiiutely de- 
lighted with the stories of the knights, and giants, 
and moustens, and brave houses, which I found every- 
where there {though my understanding had little to 
do witli all this) ; and by degrees with the tinkling of 
the rhyme and dance of the numbers, so that I thiirk 
I had read him all over before I was twelve years old, 
and was thus made a poet immediately. . . . 

With those affections of mind, and my heart wholly 
set upon lidters, I went to the university, bxit was 
soon torn from thence hy tliat violent public storm 
which would .suffer nothing to stand where it did, 
but rooted up every plant, cveir from the princely 
cedars to me, the hyssop. Yet I had as good for- 
tune! as couUl have befallen me in such a tempest; 
for I was cast l>y it into the family of one of the 
best persons, and into the court of one of the best 
priueeesseis of the world. Now though I was here en- 
gagi'd in ways most contrary to the original design 
of my life, that is, into much company, and no small 
busiihiss, anel into a daily sight of greatness, botli 
militant; and triumphant, for that was the state then 
of tlie English :ind French Courts ; yet all this was so 
far from altering my opinion, that it only added the 
(’onfirmation of rea.son to that which was before but- 
natural inclination. I saw plainly all the paint of that 
kind of life, the nearer I came to it ; and that beauty 
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which I did not fall in love with when, for aught I 
knew, it was real, was not like to bewitch or entice 
me when I saw that it was adulterate. I met with 
several great persons, whom I liked very well, but 
could not perceive that any part of their greatness 
was to be liked or desired, no more than I would b(} 
glad or content to be in a storm, though I saw many 
ships which rode safely and bravely in it, A sionii 
would not agree with my stomacli, if it did iny with 
courage. Though I was in a crowd of ;is good com- 
pany as could be found anywluire, though I was in 
business of great and honourable trust;, tdiougli I ate 
at the best table, and enjoyed tlui Ix^st coiivmiivmces 
for present subsistence that ouglit to lx* (h^sinul l)y a 
man of my condition in banishmtrnt and pul>lic dis- 
tresses, yet I could not abstain from r<*ncwing my old 
schoolboy's wish in a copy of verses to tlie saiuit effttet. 

Well then ; I now do plainly see, 

This busy world and 1 shairue'er agree, etc.. 

And I never then propos^xl to myself any otluT 
advantage from his Majesty's happy 'ntstoration, bnt 
the getting into some moderat(dy (*onv(uii(rnt retriuit 
in the country, which I thouglitln that t!asi‘ I might 
easily have compassed, as well as some* olliers, with 
no greater probabilities or pretences, liave arrived to 
extraordinary fortunes. But I had l)efore written a 
shrewd prophecy against myself, and I think Apollo 
inspired me in the truth, though not in the eli*gance 
of it. 

Thou, neither great at court nor in the war, 

Nor at th* exchange shalt be, nor at th<* wrtmgling Ixir ; 

Content tlxyself with the small barren praise, 

Which neglected verse does raise, etc. 

However, by the failing of the forces which I luid 
expected, I did not quit the design which I h:i<l re- 
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solved on ; I cast myself into it A corps perdu, with- 
out making capitulations or taking counsel of fortune. 
But God laughs at a man who says to his soul, Take 
thy ease : I met presently not only with many little 
encumbrances and impediments, but with so much 
sickness (a new misfortune to me) as would have 
spoiled the happiness of an emperor as well as mine. 
Yet I do neither repent nor alter my course. Non ego 
perfidum dixi sacr amentum. Nothing shall separate 
me from a mistress which I have loved so long, and 
have now at last married, though she neither has 
brought me a rich portion, nor lived yet so quietly 
with me as I hoped from her. 

— — Ncc VOS, dulcissima mundi 
Nomina, vos Muscv, Uhertas, otia, libri, 

Hortiquc sylva^que anima remanente relinquam. 

Nor by me e'er shall you, 

You of all names the sweetest, and the best. 

You Muses, books, and liberty, and rest ; 

You gardens, fields, and woods forsaken be. 

As long as life itself forsakes not me. 

But this is a very pretty ejaculation. Because I 
have concluded all the other chapters with a copy of 
verses, I will maintain the humour to the last. 


Martial, Lib. 10, Ep. 47 

Vitam qtice fadunt heatiorem, etc. 

Since, dearest friend, 'tis your desire to see 
A true receipt of happiness from me ; 

These are the chief ingredients, if not all : 
Take an estate neither too great nor small, 
Which quantum sufficit the doctors call ; 
Let this estate from parents' care descend : 
The getting it too much of life does spend. 
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Take such a ground, whose gratitude may be 
A fair encouragement for industry. 

Let constant fires the winter’s fury tamo, 

And let thy kitchens be a vestal flume. 

Thee to the town let never suit at law. 

And rarely, very rarely, business draw. 

Thy active mind in equal temjier keep. 

In undisturbed peace, yet not in .slee]n 
Let exercise a vigorous health maintiuu. 

Without which all the composition 's vain. 

In the same weight prudence and innocence take • 
Am of each does the just mi.xture nndee. ' 

But a few friendships wear, and let them be 
By nature and by Fortune lit for thee*. 

Instead of art and luxury in food, 

Let mirth and freedom make thy tal)l«? good. 

If any cares into thy daytime creiip. 

At night, without wines', opium, let tlumi sleeii 
Let rest, which Nature does to darkiu'ss wed, 

And not lust, recommend to thee thy bed, 

Be satisfied, and pleased 'with what ihou art • 

Act cheerfully and well the allotted jiart . 

Enjoy the present hour, be thankful for tin* jiast 
And neither fear, nor wish the approaches of th<- last 


Martial, Lib. io. Ei>. 96 
Me, who have lived so long among llu' grt 

You wonder to hear talk of a retreat: 

And a retreat so distant, as may show 
No thoughts of a return when cmc.e I go 
Live me a country, how remote so e'er, 
Where happiness a moderate rale does be 
Where povert3? itself in plenty Hows 
And all the solid use of rkhe.s knows, 
the ground about the house maintains it 
ine house maintains the ground about it ^ 
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Here even hunger's dear, and a full board 
Devours the vital substance of the lord. 

The land itself does there the feast bestow. 
The land itself must here to market go. 

Three or four suits one winter here does waste, 
One suit does there three or four winters last. 
Here every frugal man must oft be cold, 

And little lukewarm fires are to you sold. 
There fire 's an element as cheap and free 
Almost as any of the other three. 

Stay you then here, and live among the great, 
Attend their sports, and at their tables eat. 
When bII the bounties here of men you score : 
The Place's bounty there, shall give me more. 
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Recollections of Childhood 

Dies, ni fallor, ades(:, quern semper Mcerhurn, 
Semper lionoratum, sic dii voluistis, liabelK). 

ViRG., Mil. V. .ft). 

There are those amon^ mankind, wlio can nuoy no 
relish of their being, except the world is ma(h‘ ac- 
quainted with all that relates to them, and think c‘very 
thing lost that passes unobserved ; Imt others hud a 
solid delight in stealing hy the crowd, and nuKU'lling 
their life after such a manner, as is :is mncli alun-e tlu' 
approbation as the practice of the vulgar. Lih* lieing 
too short to give instances great enough of tru«! friend- 
ship or good will, some sages have thmiglit it i iions to 
preserve a certain reverence for the names of their 
deceased friends ; and have withdrawn themselves 
Tom the rest of the world at cci'tain seasons, to (‘om- 
memorate in their own thoughts such of their ac- 
quaintance who have gone before tliem out of this life. 
And indeed, when we are advanccKl in yisars, iliere is 
not a more pleasing entertainment, tluiii to recoil, ot 
m a gloomy moment the many we have parled with, 
that have been dear and agreeable to us, and to east 
a melancholy thought or two after those, witli whom 
perhaps, we hpe indulged ourselves in whole nights 
of mirth and pllity. With such inclinations in my 
heart I went to my closet yesterday in the evening' 
and resolved to be sorrowful ; upon which occasion I 

(K) 
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could not but look with disdain upon myself, that 
though all the reasons which I had to lament the loss 
of many of my friends are now as forcible as at the 
moment of their departure, yet did not my heart swell 
with the same sorrow which I felt at the time ; but I 
could, without tears, reflect upon many pleasing ad- 
ventures I have had with some, who have long been 
blended with common earth. Though it is by the 
benefit of nature, that length of time thus blots out 
the violence of afflictions ; yet, with tempers too much 
given to pleasure, it is almost necessary to revive the 
old places of grief in our memory ; and ponder step 
by step on past life, to lead the mind into that sobriety 
of thought which poises the heart, and makes it beat 
with due time, without being quickened with desire, 
or retarded with despair, from its proper and equal 
motion. When we wind up a clogk that is out of 
order, to make it go well for the future, we do not 
immediately set the hand to the present instant, but 
we make it strike the round of all its hours, before it 
can recover the regularity of its time. Such, thought 
I, shall be my method this evening ; and since it is 
that day of the year which I dedicate to the memory 
of such in another life as I much delighted in when 
living, an hour or two shall be sacred to sorrow and 
their memory, while I run over all the melancholy 
circumstances of this kind which have occurred to me 
in my whole life. 

Tlie first sense of sorrow I ever knew was upon the 
death of my father, at which time I was not quite five 
years of age ; but was rather amazed at what all the 
house meant, than possessed with a real understanding 
why nobody was willing to play with me. I remember 
I went into the room where his body lay, and my 
mother sat weeping alone by it. I had my battledore 
in my hand, and fell a-beating the coffin, and calling 
Papa ; for, I know not how, I had some slight idea 
that ha was locked up there* My mother caught me 
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in her arms, and, transported beyond all patience of 
the silent grief she was before in, she almost smothered 
me in her embraces ; and told me in a Hood of tears, 
Papa could not hear me, and would play with me no 
more, for they were going to jiut him under ground, 
whence he could never come to us again. She was a 
very beairtiful woman, of a noblt? spirit, and there Wiis 
a dignity in her grief amidst all the wildness of her 
transport, which, melhought, struck me with an 
instinct of sorrow, that, before I Wiis sensible of wluit 
it was to grieve, seized my very soul, and has made 
pity the weakness of my lu!a,rt evi'r sinee. The mind 
in infancy is, me thinks, ‘like the hodv in embryo ; and 
receives impressions so forcilrle, thtii; tln-y aro'as hard 
to be removed by reason, us any mark with whidi a 
child is born is to l)e taketi away by any future apidi- 
cation. Hence it is, that good nature in me is ihj 
myrit ; but having been .so fret|utnitly overwlielmed 
with her tears before I knew the cause of any affliction, 
or could draw defences from my own jvidgment. I 
imbibed commiseration, remorse, and tin unmanly 
gentleness of mind, which has sinci* insnared me info 
ten thousand calamities ; and from whence I can reap 
no advantage, except it be, that, in such a humour as 
I am now in, I can the better indtdge myself in tlu; ; 
softnesses of humanity, and enjoy that sweet anxiety ' 
which arises from the memory of past afflictions. ' 
We, that are very old, arc iietter able to remember 
things which befell u.s in our distant youtli, than tlu' 
passages of later days. For this reason it is. that tlio 
companions of my strong and vigorous years present 
themselves more imraediabdy to me in this office of 
sorrow. Untimely and unhappy deaths are what we 
wemost apt to lament ; so little are we able to make 
it indifferent when a thing happens, though we know 
It must happen. Thus we groan under life, and bewail 
those who are relieved from it. Every object that 
returns to our imagination raises different passions, 
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according to the circumstance of their departure. Who 
can have lived in an army, and in a serious hour reflect 
upon the many gay and agreeable men that might long 
have flourished in the arts of peace, and not join with 
the imprecations of the fatherless and widows on the 
tyrant to whose ambition they fell sacrifices ? But 
gallant men, who are cut off by the sword, move rather 
our veneration than our pity ; and we gather relief 
enough from their own contempt of death, to make 
that no evil, which was approached with so much 
cheerfulness, and attended with so much honour. 
But when we turn our thoughts from the great parts 
of life on such occasions, and instead of lamenting 
those who stood ready to give death to those from 
whom they had the fortune to receive it ; I say, when 
we let our thoughts wander from such noble olDjects, 
and consider the havoc which is made among the 
tender and the innocent, pity enters with an unmixed 
softness, and possesses aU our souls at once. 

Here (were there words to express such sentiments 
with proper tenderness) I should record the beauty, 
innocence, and untimely death, of the first object my 
eyes ever beheld with love. The beauteous virgin ! 
how ignorantly did she charm, how carelessly excel ? 
Oh death I thou hast right to the bold, to the am- 
bitious, to the high, and to the haughty ; but why 
this cruelty to the humble, to the meek, to the undis- 
cerning, to the thoughtless ? Nor age, nor business, 
nor distress, can erase the dear image from my imagi- 
nation. In the same week I saw her dressed for a 
ball, and in a shroud. How ill did the habit of death 
become the pretty trifler ? I still behold the smiling 

earth- large train of disasters were coming on to 

my memory, when my servant knocked at my closet- 
door, and interrupted me with a letter, attended with 
a hamper of wine, of the same sort with that which is 
to be put to sale on Thursday next, at Garraway's 
coffee-house. Upon the receipt of it, I sent for three 
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of my friends. We are so intimate, that we can be 
company in whatever state of mind we meet, and can 
entertain each other without expecting always to 
rejoice. The wine we found to be generous and warm- 
ing, but with such a heat as moved us rather to he 
cheerful than frolicsome. It revived the spirits, with- 
out firing the blood. We commended it until two 
of the clock this morning ; and having to-day met a 
little before dinner, we found, that though we drank 
two bottles a man, we had much more reason to 
recollect than forget what had passed the niglit before. 


A Day in London 

Sine me, vacivum tempus ne quod dem mihi 
Laboris, — Tur., Heaut,, Act L So, i. 

It is an inexpressible pleasure to know a little of the 
world, and be of no character or significancy in it. 

To be ever unconcerned, and ever looking on new 
objects with an endless curiosity, is a didifdd: known 
only to those who are turned for speculation : nay, 
they who enjoy it must value things only as they are 
the objects of speculation, without drawing' any 
worldly advantage to themselves from tluun, l)iit just 
as they are what contribute to tlieir amusement, or 
the improvement of the mind, I lay one niglit Itist 
week at Richmond ; and being restless, not out of 
dissatisfaction, but a certain busy inclination one 
sometimes has, I rose at four in the morning, m\d 
took boat for London, with a resolution to rovc^ by 
boat and coach for the next four-and-twenty hours, 
till the many different objects I must needs meet with 
should tire my imagination^ and give me an inclination 
to a repose more profound than I was at that time 
capable of. I beg people's pardon for an odd hnmour 
I am guilty of^ and was often that day, which is 
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saluting any person whom I like, whether I know him 
or not. This is a particularity would be tolerated in 
me, if they considered that the greatest pleasure I 
know I receive at my eyes, and that I am obliged to 
an agreeable person for coming abroad into my view, 
as another is for a visit of conversation at their own 
houses. 

_ The hours of the day and night are taken up in the 
cities of London and Westminster, by people as dif- 
ferent from each other as those who are bom in 
different centuries. Men of six o’clock give way to 
those of nine, they of nine to the generation of twelve ; 
and they of twelve disappear, and make room for the 
fashionable world, who have made two o’clock the 
noon of the day. 

When we first put off from .shore, we soon fell in 
with a fleet of gardeners, bound for the several market 
ports of London ; and it was the most pleasing scene 
imaginable to see the cheerfulness with which those 
industrious people plied their way to a certain sale of 
their goods. The banks on each side are as well 
peopled, and beautified with as agreeable plantations, 
as any spot on the earth ; but the Thames itself, 
loaded with the product of each shore, added very 
much to the landscape. It was very easy to observe 
by their sailing, and the countenances of the ruddy 
virgins, who were supercargoes, the parts of the town 
to which they were bound. There was an air in the 
purveyors for Covent-garden, who frequently converse 
with morning rakes, very unlike the seeming sobriety 
of those bound for Stocks-market. 

Nothing remarkable happened in our voyage ; but 
I landed with ten sail of apricot-boats, at Strand- 
bridge, after having put in at Nine-Elms, and taken 
in fnelons, consigned by Mr. Cuffe, of that place, to 
Sarah Sewell and Company, at their stall in Covent- 
garden. We arrived at Strand-bridge at six of the 
clock, and were unloading ; when the hackney-coach- 
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men of the foregoing night took their leave of each 
other at the Dark-house, to go to bed before the day 
was too far spent. Chimney-sweepers passed by us as 
we made up to the market, and some raillery happened 
between one of the fruit-wenches and tliosc black men 
about the Devil and Eve, with allusion to tluur several 
professions. I could not believe any place more enter- 
taining than Covent-garden; where I strolled from 
one fruit-shop to another, with crowds of agreeable 
young women around me, who were purchasing fruit 
for their respective families. It was almost eight of 
the clock before I could leave that variety of ol)fects. 
I took coach and followed a young lady, who trip])od 
into another just before me, attended by her maid. 
I saw immediately she was of the family of the Vain- 
loves. There are a set of these, who, of all things, 
affect the play of Blind-man's-buff, and leading men 
into love for they know not whom, who are lied they 
know not where. This sort of woman is usually a 
jaunty slattern ; she hangs on her clothes, plays ’her 
head, varies her posture, and changes place incessantly, 
and all with an appearance of striving at the same 
time to hide herself, and yet give you to understand 
she is in humour to laugh at you. You must have 
often seen the coachmen make signs with their fingers, 
as they drive by each other, to intimati; how much 
they have got that day. They can carry on tliat 
language to give intelligence where they are driving. 
In an instant mv coachman took thci wiiik to pursue ,* 
a.nd the lady’s driver gave the hint that he was going 
through Long-acre towards St. James’s ; while he 
whipped up James-street, we drove for King-.street, to 
save the pass at St. Martin ’s-lane. The i^oachmen 
took care to meet, jostle, and threaten each otlujr for 
way, and be entangled at the end of Newport-stree.t 
mid Long-acre. The fright, you must believe, brought 
down tlm lady’s coach-door, and obliged her, with htT 
mask off, to inquire into the bustle, —-when she sees 
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the man she would avoid. The tackle of the coach- 
window is so bad she cannot draw it up again, and she 
drives on sometimes wholly discovered, and sometimes 
half-escaped, according to the accident of carriages in 
her way. One of these ladies keeps her seat in a 
hackney-coach, as well as the best rider does on a 
managed horse. The laced shoe on her left foot, with 
a careless gesture, just appearing on the opposite 
cushion, held her both firm, and in a proper attitude 
to receive the next jolt. 

As she was an excellent coach-woman, many were 
the glances at each other which we had for an hour 
and a half, in all parts of the town, by the sldll of our 
drivers ; till at last my lady was conveniently lost, 
with notice from her coachman to ours to make off, 
and he should hear where she went. This chase was 
now at an end : and the fellow who drove her came 
to us, and discovered that he was ordered to come 
again in an hour, for tliat she was a sillc-worm. I was 
surprised with this phrase, but fomid it was a cant 
among the haclaiey fraternity for their best customers, 
women who ramble twice or thrice a week from shop 
to shop, to turn over all the goods in town without 
buying anything. The silk-worms are, it seems, in- 
dulged by the tradesmen ; for, though they never 
buy, they are ever talking of new silks, laces, and 
ribbons, and serve the owners in getting them cus- 
tomers, as their common dunners do in making them 

pay. 

I'he day of people of fashion began now to break, 
and carts and_ hacks were mingled with equipages of 
show and vanity ; when I resolved to walk it out of 
cheapness ; but my unhappy curiosity is such, that I 
find it always my interest to take coach ; for some odd 
adventure among beggars, ballad-singers, or the like, 
detains and throws me into expense. It happened so 
immediately : for at the corner of Warwick-street, as 
I was listening to a new ballad, a ragged rascal, a 
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beggar who knew me, came up to me, and began to 
turn tire eyes of the good company upon iik!, Iry telling 
me he was extremely poor, and should die in the street 
for want of drink, except I immediately w'onkl have 
the charity to give him sixpence to go 'into Hie next 
ale-house and save his life, lie urged, with a melan- 
choly face, tlrat all his family had died of thirst. All 
the mob have humour, and two or thri'e liegan to take 
the jest ; by which Mr. Sturdy carried his' jioint, and 
let me sneak off to a coach. As I drove along, it was 
a pleasing reflection to sec the world so prettily 
checkered since I left Richmond, and the sc'ene still 
filling with children of a new liour. This satisfaction 
increased as I moved towards the city ; and gay signs 
well-disposed streets, magnificent public structures’ 
and wealthy shops adorned witli contentiHl faces, made 
the joy still rising till we came into the ceidre of the 
City, and centre of the world of trade, the Exchange 
of London. As other men in the crowils ahoul me 
were pleased with their hopes and liargains. I found 
my account in observing tliein, in attention to their 
several interests. I, indeed, looked upon myself as 
the richest man that walked the lixelianee. that day ■ 
for my benevolence made me sliare tlie gliins of every 
bargain that was made. It was not the least of my 
satisfaction in my survey, to go upstairs, and jiass the 
shops of agreeable females ; to observe so imuiy iiretty 
hands busy in the folding of riblions, mifl tlu‘ utmost 
eagerness of agreealile faces in the sale of patches, 
pins, and wires, on each side of the counters, was an 
amusement in which I could longer ha.ve indulged 
inyself, had not the dear crcaturtJH to mo, to 

^ wanted, when I could not only 

io look at you.” I went to one of the window's 
which opened to the area below, whm-e all the several 
voices lost their distinction, and rosi^ nj) in a, nmfusivl 
humming ; which created in me a rellection tliat could 
not come into the mind of any but of one a little too 
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studious ; for I said to myself with a kind of pun in 
thought, “ What nonsense is all the hurry of this 
world to those who are above it ? In these, or not 
much wiser thoughts, I had like to have lost my place 
at the chop-house, where every man, according to the 
natural bashfulness or sulleiiness of our nation, eats 
in a public room a mess of broth, or chop of meat, in 
dumb silence, as if they had no pretence to speak to 
each other on the foot of being men, except they were 
of each other's acquaintance. 

I went afterward to Robin's, and saw people, who 
had dined with me at the five-penny ordinary just 
before, give bills for the value of large estates ; and 
could not but behold with great pleasure, property 
lodged in, and transferred in a moment from, such as 
would never be masters of half as much as is seem- 
ingly in them, and given from them, every day they 
live. But before five in the afternoon I left the city, 
came to my common scene of Covent-garden, and 
passed the evening at Will's in attending the dis- 
courses of several sets of people, who relieved each 
other within heaxing on the subjects of cards, 
dice, love, learning, and politics. The last subject 
kept me till I heard the streets in tire possession of the 
bellman, who had now the world to himself, and cried, 

Past two o'clock." This roused me from my seat ; 
and I went to my lodgings, led by a light, whom I put 
into the discourse of his private economy, and made 
him give me an account of the charge, hazard, profit, 
and loss of a family that depended upon a link, with 
a design to end my trivial day with the generosity of 
sixpence, instead of a third part of that sum. ^^^en 
I came to my chambers, I writ down these minutes ; 
but was at a loss what instruction I should propose to 
my reader from the enumeration of so many insignifi- 
cant matters and occurrences ; and I thought it of 
great use, if they could learn with me to keep their 
minds open to Ratification, and ready to receive it 
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from anything it meets with. This one circumstance 
will make every face you see give yon the satisfaction 
you now take in beholding that of a friend ; will make 
every object a pleasing one ; will make ail the good 
which arrives to any man, an increase of happiness to 
yourself. 
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The Tombs in Westminster Abbey 

Pallidd moys cBquo puls at pede paupefum tuherncts 
Rcgumqiw turres, o beate Sexii, 

VitcB s^imma brevis spent nos vetat inchoave longam. 

Jam te premet nox, fahulceque manes ^ 

Et domus exilis Plutonia 

Hor,, I Od. iv. 13. 

When I am in a serious humour, I very often walk 
by myself in Westminster Abbey ; where the gloomi- 
ness of the place, and the use to which it is applied, 
with the solemnity of the building, and the condition 
of the people who lie in it, are apt to fill the mind with 
a kind of melancholy, or rather thoughtfulness, that 
is not disagreeable, I yesterday passed a whole after- 
noon in the churchyard, the cloisters, and the church, 
amusing myself with the tombstones and inscriptions 
that I met with in those several regions of the dead. 
Most of them recorded nothing else of the buried per- 
soir but that he was born upon one day and died upon 
another : the whole history of his life being compre- 
hended in those two circumstances that are common to 
all mankind. I could not but look upon these registers 
of existence, whether of brass or marble, as a kind of 
satire upon the departed persons; who had left no 
other memorial of them, but that they were born and 
that they died. They put me in mind of several 
persons mentioned in the battles of heroic poems, who 
have sounding names given tliem for no other reason 

VI 
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but that they may be Idlled, and are celebrated for 
nothing but being loiocked on the head. 

rXay/cop T€ Midovrd re ^epcrCKox^P re, — HoM. 

Giaucumque, Medontaque, Thersilochumqiie.— Vir. 

The life of these men is finely described in Holy Writ 
by the path of an arrow, which is immediately closed 
up and lost. 

Upon my going into the church, I entertained myself 
with the digging of a grave ; and saw in every shovel- 
ful of it that was thrown up, the fragment of a bone or 
skull intermixed with a kind of fresh mouldering earth 
that some time or other had a place in the composition 
of a human body. Upon this I began to consider with 
myself what innumerable multitudes of people lay con- 
fused together under the pavement of that ancient 
cathedral ; how men and women, friends and enemies, 
priests and soldiers, monks and prebendaries, were 
crumbled amongst one another, and blended together 
in the same common mass ; how beauty, strength, 
and youth, with old age, weakness, and deformity, lay 
undistinguished in the same promiscuous heap of 
matter. 

After having thus surveyed this great magazine of 
mortality, as it were in the lump, I examined it more 
particularly by the accounts which I found on several 
of the monuments which are raised in every quarter 
of that ancient fabric. Some of them were covered 
with such extravagant epitaphs that, if it were possible 
for the dead person to be acquainted with them, he 
would blush at the praises which his friends have 
bestowed upon him. There are others so excessively 
modest that they deliver the cliaracter of the person 
departed in Greek or Hebrew, and by that means 
are not imderstood once in a twelvemonth. In the 
poetical quarter, I found there were poets who had no 
monuments, and monuments which had no poets. I 
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observed indeed that the present war had filled the 
church with many of these uninhabited monuments, 
which had been erected to the memory of persons 
wliose bodies were perhaps buried in the plains of 
Blenheim, or in the bosom of the ocean. 

I could not but be very much delighted with several 
modern epitaphs, which are written with great ele- 
gance of expression and justness of thought, and 
therefore do honour to the living as well as to the dead. 
As a foreigner is very apt to conceive an idea of the 
ignorance or politeness of a nation from the turn of 
tiieir pul:)lic monuments and inscriptions, they should 
1)0 Bulunitted to the perusal of men of learning and 
gtiuius before they ax'o put in execution. Sir Cloudesly 
Sliovers monument has very often given me great 
offence. Instead of the brave, rough English admiral, 
which was the distinguishing character of that plain, 
g^illant man, he is represented on his tomb by the 
iigure of a beau, dressed in a long periwig, and repos- 
ing himself upon velvet cushions under a canopy of 
state. Th e inscription is answerable to the monument ; 
for instead of celebrating the many remarkable actions 
h(‘. liad performed in the service of his country, it 
acquaints us only with the manner of his death, in 
which it was impossilxle for him to reap any honour. 
Tlie Dutch, whom we arc apt to despise for want of 
genius, show an infinitely greater taste of antiquity 
and politeness in their buildings and works of this 
natui'C, than what we meet with in those of our own 
country. The monuments of their admirals, which 
have been erected at the public expense, represent 
them like themselves, and are adorned with rostral 
(Towns and naval ornaments, with beautiful festoons 
of seaweed, shells, and coral. 

But to return to our subject. I have left the re- 
pository of our English kings for the contemplation of 
another day, when I shall find my mind disposed for 
so serious an amusement. I know that entertain- 
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ments of this nature are apt to raise dark and dismal 
thoughts in timorous minds and gloomy imaginations ; 
but for my own part, though I am always serious, I do 
not know what it is to be melancholy, and can there- 
fore take a view of nature in her deep and solemn 
scenes, with the same pleasure as in her most gay and 
dehghtful ones. By this means, I can improve inyself 
with those objects which others consider with terror. 
When I look upon the tombs of the great, every emo- 
tion of envy dies in me ; when I read the epitaphs of 
the beautiful, every inordinate desire goes out ; wlum 
I meet with the grief of parents upon a toml)stone, 
my heart melts with compassion ; when I see the 
tomb of the parents themselves, I consider the vanity 
of grieving for those whom wo must qui(ddy follow'; 
when I see kings lying by those who deposed them, 
when I consider rival wits placed side by side, or the 
holy men that divided the world with their contests 
and disputes, I reflect with sorrow and astonishment 
on the little competitions, factions, and debates (,if 
mankind. Wlien I read the several dates of tlu* tombs 
—of some that died yesterday, and some six Immlred 
years ago— I consider that great day wlum \vv. shall 
^1 of us be contemporaries, and make our appearance 
together. 


On Cowley and Montaigne 

Pmsens, dbsens ui sfes.— Tek., Eun., Act L Sc. ii. 

It is a hard ^d nice subject for a man to speak of 
hjmself, says Cowley ; it grates his own heart to .say 
anything of disparagement, and the reader’s ears to 
heax anything of praise from him. Let the. tenor of 
his cUscourse be what it will upon this subject, it gener- 
^ly proceeds from vanity. An ostentatious mmi will 
rather relate a blunder or an absurdity he has com- 
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mitted, than be debarred from talking of his own 
dear person. 

Some very great writers have been guiltv of this 
fault. It is observed of Tully in particular^that his 
works run very much in the first person, and that he 
takes all occasions of doing himself justice. “ Does he 
think/' says Brutus, “that his consulship deserves 
more applause than my putting Caesar to death, be- 
cause I am not perpetually talking of the Ides of 
March, as he is of the Nones of December? " I need 
not acquaint my learned reader, that in the Ides 
of March Brutus desti^oyed Caesar, and that Cicero 
quashed the conspiracy of Cataline in the calends of 
December. How shocking soever this great man's 
talking of himself might have been to his contempo- 
raries, I must confess I am never better pleased than 
when he is on this subject. Such openings of the 
heart give a man a thorough insight into his personal 
character, and illustrate severm passages in the 
history of his life : besides that there is some little 
pleasure in discovering the infirmity of a great man, 
arid seeing how the opinion he has of himself agrees 
with what the world entertains of him. 

The gentlemen of Port Royal, who were more emi- 
nent for their learning and their humility than any 
otlier in France, banished the way of speaking in the 
first person out of all their works, as arising from 
vainglory and self-conceit. To show their particular 
aversion to it, they branded this form of writing with 
the name of an egotism ; a figure not to be found 
among the ancient rhetoricians. 

The most violent egotism which I have met with in 
the course of my reading, is that of Cardinal Wolsey, 
Ego ei rex meus (I and my king) ; as perhaps the most 
eminent egotist* that ever appeared in the world was 
Montaigne, the author of the celebrated essays. This 
lively old Gascon has woven all his bodily infiarmities 
into his works, and after having spoken of the faults 
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or virtues of any other man, immediately publishes to 
the world how it stands with himself in tiiafc part:ictil:ii\ 
Had he kept his own counsel he iniglit have passed for 
a much better man, though perhaps lie would not liave 
been so diverting an author. The titles of an ('ssay 
promises perhaps a discourse upon Virgil or Juliiis 
C^sar ; but when you look into it, yon are siin^ to 
meet with more upon Monsieur MontaigiK^, than of 
either of them. The younger ;Scaligt*r, wlio scuuns to 
have been no great friend to this author, after having 
acquainted the world that his hitlier sold herrings, 
adds these words : “ La grande fadaist' dt‘ Mciutuigne, 
Qui a escrit, qudl aimoit mieux le vin l)laiic~ (}ue 
diable a-t-on faire de scavoir cc qndl ainu* ? ” For 

my part,'' says Montaigne, I am a gn*nt lovcu' of 
your white wines." What the devil signiiles it to the 
public," says Scaliger, " wb, ether ho is a lov<*r of wiiito 
wines or of red wines ? " 

I cannot here forbear mentioning a trilK‘ of (Egotists 
for whom I have always hfid a mortal avc‘rsion ; I 
mean the authors of memoirs, who an^ never 
mentioned in any works but tlaur own, and wlio 
raise all their productions out of this single ligure of 
speech. 

Most of our modern prefaces savour v(‘ry strongly 
of the egotism. Every insignificant author fan(dt\s it 
of importance to the world, to know that lu* writ his 
book in the country, that he did it to j)ass away some 
of his idle hours, that it was publislied at tlie im- 
portunity of friends, or that his natural tamper*, 
studies, or conversations directed him to the clioice 
of his subject. 

Id populus curat scilicet.*' 

Such informations cannot but be highly improving 
to txi0 rcsLclcr* 

In works of humour, especially when a man writes 
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under a lictitious personage, the talking of one's self 
may give some diversion to the public ; but I would 
advise every other writer never to speak of himsdf, 
unless there be something very considerable in his 
character : though I am sensible this rule will be of 
little use in the world, because there is no man who 
fancies his thoughts worth publishing that does not 
look upon himself as a considerable person. 

I shall close this paper with a remark upon such as 
are egotists in conversation : these are generally the 
vain or shallow part of mankind, people being natur- 
ally full of themselves when they have nothing else 
in them. Tliere is one kind of egotists which is very 
common in the world, though I do not remember that 
any writer has taken notice of them ; I mean those 
empty conceitcHl fellows, who repeat as sayings of their 
own, or some of their particular friends, several jests 
which were made before they were born, and which 
every one who has conversed in the world has heard 
a Imndred times over. A forward young fellow of my 
acquaintance was very guilty of this absurdity. He 
would be always laying a new scene for some old 
piecti of wit, and telling us, that as he and Jack Such- 
a-(.)ne wcu'e together, one or t’other of them had such 
a conceit on such an occasion ; upon which he would 
laugh very heartily, and wonder the company did 
not join with him. When his mirth was over, I have 
often reprehended him out of Terence, “Tumnne, 
obsecro to, hoc dictum erat? vetus credidi.” But 
fmding him still incorrigible, and having a kindness 
for the young coxcomb, who was otherwise a good- 
imtured fellow, I recommended to his perusal the 
Oxford and Ctimbridge Jests, with several little 
pierces of Tileasantry of the same nature. Upon the 
reading of tliem, he was under no smalh confusion to 
find that all his jokes had passed through several edi- 
tions, and that what he thought was a new conceit, 
and had appropriated to his own use, had appeared 
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in print before he or his ingenious friends were ever 
heard of. This had so good an effect upon him, that 
he is content at present to pass for a man of plain 
sense in his ordinary conversation, and is never 
facetious but when he knows his company. 



OLIVER GOLDSMITH 

On National Prejudices 

As I am one of that sauntering tribe of mortals who 
spend the greatest part of their time in taverns, coffee- 
houses, and other places of public resort, I have there- 
by an opportunity of observing an infinite variety of 
characters, which to a person of a contemplative turn 
is a much higher entertainment than a view of ail the 
cuiiosities of art or nature. In one of these my late 
rambles I accidentally fell into a company of half a 
do7.en gentlemen, who were engaged in a warm dispute 
about some political affair, the decision of which, as 
they were equally divided in their sentiments, they 
thought proper to refer to me, which naturally drew 
me in for a share of the conversation. 

Amongst a multiplicity of other topics, we took 
occasion to talk of the different characters of the 
several nations of Europe ; when one of the gentle- 
men, cocking his hat, and assuming such an air of 
importance as if he had possessed all the merit of the 
English nation in his own person, declared, that the 
Dutch were a parcel of avaricious wretches ; the 
French a set of flattering sycophants ; that the Ger- 
mans ware drunken sots, and beastly gluttons ; and 
the Spaniards proud, haughty, and surly tyrants ; but 
that m bravery, generosity, clemency, and in every 
other virtue, the English excelled all the world. 

This very learned and judicious remark was re- 
ceived vdth a general smile of approbation by all the 

7» 
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company— all, I mean, but your humble servant, who, 
endeavouring to keep my gravity as well as I could, 
and reclining my head upon my arm, continued for 
some time in a posture of affected tlioughtfulness, as 
if I had been musing on something else, and did not 
seem to attend to the subject of conversation ; hoping 
by this means to avoid the disagreeable necessity of 
explaining myself, and thereby depriving the, gentle- 
man of his imaginary happiness. 

But my pseudo-patriot had no mind to let me c'seape 
so easily. Not satisfied that his opinion should pass 
without contradiction, he was determiiKal to have it 
ratified by the suffrage of every ope in tlie company ; 
for which purpose, addressing himself to me with an 
air of inexpressible confidence, luv aslre.d me if I was 
not of the same way of_ thinking. As I am never for- 
ward in giving my opinion, especially wlien I have 
-reason to believe that it will not Ix^ ’agreeal>Ie ; so, 
when I am obliged to give it, I always hold it for a 
maxim to speak my real sentiments. 1 therefore told 
him that, for my own part, I should not have ven- 
tured to talk in such a peremptory stnvin vmli^ss I had 
made the tour of Europe, and examined the manners 
of these several nations with great care and atuairucy ; 
that perhaps a more impartial judge would not scruple 
to affirm, that the Dutch were more frugal and in- 
dustrious, the French more tempi'rate ami polite, tlie. 
Germans more hardy and patient of labour and fatigue, 
and the Spaniards more staid and sedate, tlian the 
English ; who, though undoubtedly l)rave and gener- 
ous, were at the same time rash’, headstrong, and 
impetuous ; too apt to he elaic'd with prosperity, and 
to despond in advensity. 

I could easily perceive, that all the company began 
to regard me with a jealous eye before I Inul linished 
my answer, which I had no sexmer done, than the. 
patriotic gentleman observed, with a contemptuous 
sneer, that he was greatly surprised how some ix/ople 
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could have the conscience to live in a country which 
they did not love, and to enjoy the protection of a 
government to which in their hearts they were in- 
veterate enemies. Finding that by this modest de- 
claration of my sentiments I had forfeited the good 
opinion of my companions, and given them occasion 
to call my political principles in question, and well 
knowing that it was in vain to argue with men who 
were so very full of themselves, I threw down my 
reckoning and retired to my own lodgings, reflecting 
on the absurd and ridiculous nature of national pre- 
judice and i)repossession. 

Among all the famous sayings of antiquity, there is 
none that does greater honour to the author, or affords 
greater pleiisure to the reader, (at least if he be a per- 
son of a generous and benevolent heart,) than that of 
the philosopher who, being asked what countryman 
he was, replied, that he was a citizen of the world.'* 
How few are there to be found in modern times who 
can say the same, or whose conduct is consistent with 
such a profession ! We are now become so much 
Englishmen, Frenchmen, Dutchmen, Spaniards, or 
(lerinans, that we are no longer citizens of the world ; 
so much the natives of one particular spot, or members 
of one petty society, that we no longer consider our- 
selves as the general inhabitants of the globe, or 
members of that ^rand society which comprehends 
the whole human kind. 

Did these prejudices prevail only among the meanest 
and lowest of the people, perhaps they might be ex- 
cused, as they have few, if any, opportunities of cor- 
recting tiiem by reading, travelling, or conversing 
with foreigners : but the misfortune is, that they 
infect the minds, and influence the conduct, even of 
our gentlemen ; of those, I mean, who have every 
title to this appellation but an exemption from pre- 
judice, which, however, in my opinion, ought to be re- 
gBxded as the characteristical mark of a gentleman 

(2,6T6) ,6 
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for let a man's birth be ever so high, his station ever so 
exalted, or his fortune ever so Inxgo, yet if he is not 
free from national and other prejiidic(?s, 1 should make 
bold to tell him, that he had a low and vulgar mind, 
and had no just claim to the charact lU' of a gtaitlemam 
And, in fact, you will always llnd that: tliose are most 
apt to boast of national who liave lit tk^ or no 

merit of their own to depend on ; than whidi, to be 
sure, nothing is more natural : tlie shmdor vine twists 
around the sturdy oak, for no otlu^r rt^ason in the 
world but because it has not strtmgth sivfticieut to 
support itself. 

Should it be alleged in defence of national pn^judice, 
that it is the natural and neci'ssary growth ol love* to 
our country, and that therefore tlm fornu'r cannot be 
destroyed without Imrting tlie lattt'r, I auswi‘r tluit 
this is a gross hillacy and dtiusion, licit it is tlie 
growth of love to our country, 1 will allow : 1)ut that 
it is the natural and necessary growlli of it. I a,l>sD« 
lutely deny. Superstition and entlmsiasm, too, are 
the growth of religion ; but wlio I'ver took it in liis 
head to affirm, that they are tlu^ nect‘ssar>^ growth of 
this noble principle ? They arc*, if you will, the* l)aS' 
tard sprouts of this heavenly plant, ihtt not its mitural 
and genuine branches, and may saft*ly enough l)e 
lopped off, without doing any harm to the* parent 
stock: nay, perhaps, till once they axe lopjied oil, 
this goodly tree can never flourisli ni pcmfind. liealth 
and vigour. 

Is it not very possible tliat I may love rny own 
country, without hating the* natives of cither c‘ouutri<‘s? 
that I may exert the most heroic bravery, the most 
undaunted resolution, in defending its laws'and lilierty, 
without despising all the rest of tlie worid us (‘awards 
and poltroons ? Most certainly it. is ; and if it were 
not— But why need I suppose ^vhat is absolutely im- 
possible ?— But if it were not, I must own I sliould 
prefer the title of the ancient philosoplier, viz., a 
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citizen of the world, to that of an Englishman, a 
Frenchman, an European, or to any other appellation 
whatever. 


History of a Poet's Garden 

Of all men who form gay illusions of distant happi- 
ness, perhaps a poet is the most sanguine. Such is the 
ardour of his hopes, that they often are equal to actual 
enjoyment and he feels more in expectance than 
actual fruition. I have often regarded a character 
of tliis kind with some degree of envy. A man pos- 
sessed of such warm imagination commands all nature, 
and arrogates possessions of which the owner has a 
blunter relish. Wliile life contiiiues, the alluring 
prospect lies before him ; he travels in the pursuit 
with confidence, and resigns it only with his last 
breath. 

It is this happy confidence which gives life its true 
relisli, and kec'ps up our spirits amidst every distress 
and disappointment. How much less would be done, 
if a. man knew how little he can do I How wretched 
ii creature would he be if he saw the end as well as the 
beginning of his projects ! He would have nothing left 
but to sit down in torpid despair, and exchange em- 
ployment for actual calamity. 

1 was led into this train of thinking upon lately 
visiting the bcjautiful gardens of the late Mr. Shen- 
vStone, who was himself a poet, and possessed of that 
warm imagination which made him ever foremost in 
the pursuit of flying happiness. Could he but have 
foi^eseen the end of all his schemes, for whom he was 
improving, and what changes his designs were to 
undergo, ho would have scarcely amused his innocent 
life with what, for several years, employed him in a 
most harmless manner, ana abridged his scanty for- 
tune, As the progress of tlxis improvement is a true 
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picture of sublunary vicissitude, I could not heln 
calling up my imagination, which, while I w-dkefl 
pensively along, suggested tlie following Reverie 
As I was turning my back upon a beauliful piece of 
water, enlivened with cascades and rock-work •uirl 
entexmg a dark walk, by uLich ran a pruU ling l>'r,',o| 
the Genius of the place apptuiivd l.elon. ,„e, li„(: ,„ore 
resembling the God of 'lime, than him more peculiar v 
appointed to the care of gardens. Inslead of riunrs 
he bore a scythe ; and he ap|x-ared rather with the 
implements of husliandry than those of a inodr-ni 
gardener. Having rcmemhen'd this place in its pris- 
tine beauty, I could not lielj) t'ondoliug wi th him oli its 
present rumors situation. I spoke> lo'him of t he mariv 
altmtions which had Ix'en made, and all for t he worm- 
of the many shades wliidi had been taken a, wa v, of the 
boweis that were destroyed by neglect, and thi‘ hedge- 
rows that vvere spoiled by cli])()iMg. 'Piie Genius wit h 
a sigh, received my coudoleiueut, and assured me tint 
he was equally a martyr to iguorauce and hist, o 

Iittk, fully suflxeient for his subsisterux; ; Imt a strontr 
imagmation, tuid a long acquaiatanco with the ricli’ 
are dangerous foes to contentment. Our iKjet instead’ 
■of sitting down to enjoy life, resolved U. pnman for ft ' 
future enjoyment, and set about .'onviT ring pi . S 
, pioiit into a .scene of pleasure. Tins he ut ifs sm ! 
posed could be accomplished at a small ex-ixmse • •nil 
he was willing for a wkile to -stii.t S mo ,h! /haw 

mmt Kwf ^ -11 “ i... row- 

ment m th s manner went forward ; one he mtv at 

tamed led him to wish for some other • h | ■ sJ i i 

WM^ow^ event emendation would be the hit ' ^It 
^SaiiuSdv * Improvement ei! 

eaea me subsidy-that the place was grown too 
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turn was marked wth the poet’s ix-ncil, anti every 
walk awakened genius and meditation, llu' first 
purchaser was one Mr. Truepenny, a button maker, 
who was possessed of three thousand pounds, and was 
willing also to be possessed of taste and genius. 

“ As the poet’s ideas were for the mdural wildness 
of the landscape, the button maker’s wt'n- for the more 
regular productions of art. He conceived, ptuluips, 
that as it is a beauty in a button to be of a regular jiat- 
tern, so the same regularity ought to obtain in a land- 
scape. Be this as it will, he emidoyed the shears to 
some purpose ; he clipped up tlH^ hedges, cut down 
the gloomy walks, made vistas upon tlus sta,bles and 
hog-sties, and showed his friends that a man of taste 
should always be doing. 

“ The next cairdidatc for taste and genius was a 
captain of a ship, who bought the garden In'cause the 
former possessor could find notlnng more to mwul : 
but unfortunately he had taste too, I Hs great passion 
lay in building, in making Chine.se temples and cage- 
work summer-houses. As tlu* plae<' Iwfore hud an 
appearance of retirement and insjared meditation, ht; 
gave it a more peopled air ; every turning preseut(‘d 
a cottage, or ice-liouse, or a teniple : the Imivrove- 
ment was converted into a little city, and it only 
wanted inhabitants to give it tht* air'of a villagi; in 
the East Indies. 

“ In this manner, in less than ten ycai-s, the Im- 
provement has gone through the hatiils of as mtiny 
proprietors, who were all willing to ha\'c taste, and to 
show their taste too. As the pthwe liad recei\’cd it.s 
best finishing from the hand of tin; first i)osH<-s.sor, 
so every innovator only lent a hand to dt> misdtuT. 
Those parts which were ohscun*, havi- la'cn enlight- 
ened ; those walks which led nattmilly, have la'cn 
twisted into serpentine winding.s. The colour of the 
flowers of the field is not more various th:in the 
variety of tastes that have been employed fieri', and 
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all in direct contradiction to the original aim of the 
first improver. Could the original possessor but 
revive, with what a sorrowful heart would he look 
upon his favourite spot again ! He would scarcely 
recollect a Dryad or a Wood-nymph of his former 
acquaintance, and might perhaps find himself as much 
a stranger in his own plantation as in the deserts of 
Siberia/' 



CHARLES LAME 
Christ’s liospital 

FIVE AND THIRTY YF.ARS AGO 

In Mr. Lamb’s " Works," puljlislmcl a yt-ar or two 
since, I find a magnificent eulogy on mv old school 
pch as It was, or now appears to him to have lieen’ 
between the years 17S2 and r78(j. It hapiHms, very 
oddly, that my own standing' at ("Iirist's was naarlv 
corresponding with his ; and, witli all gratitude to 
him for his enthusiasm fur the cloislors, I tliink Invlrm 
contrived to bring together wliatever can Ik' said 'in 
praise of them, dropping all the other side of the ;iren- 
ment most ingeniously. 

I remember L. at school; and can well reeoIUrt 
that he had some peculiar advantages, wliicli I and 
others of hia schoollellows had not. ilis fritauls 
m town, aaid were near at liand ; and he had the 

wished, through some invidious dislinetion whicli 
was denied to us. The present worthy snb-l.rt*:isnrer 
T-Tp*bndT-''^i a-’^pkiin how that liappened. 

inorning. \vhile we 
were battening upon our (juartcT of a rtennv h af -- 
our cmg~moistem.I with litteimated s in her in 
wooden piggim, smacking of the pitela'd lea heri iat’ 
t was poured from. Our Mondav’.s milk nor rlfd 
blue and tasteless, and the pease .soup of Saturtlav* 
coarse and choking, were enriched for him witli "a 
68 
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slice of extraordinary bread and butter/' from the 
hot “loaf of the Temple. The Wednesday's mess of 
millet, somewhat less repugnant (we had three banyan 
to four meat days in the week) — was endeared to his 
palate with a lump of double-refined, and a smack of 
ginger (to make it go down the more glibly) or the 
fragrant cinnamon. In lieu of our half-piMed Sun- 
days, or quite fresh boiled beef on Thursdays (strong 
as caro equina) ^ with detestable marigolds floating in 
the pail to poison the broth— our scanty mutton scrags 
on Fridays— and rather more savoury, but grudging, 
portions of the same flesh, rotten-roasted or rare, on 
the Tuesdays (the only dish which excited our appe- 
tites, and disappointed our stomachs, in almost equal 
])roportion)™hc had his hot plate of roast veal, or 
the more tempting griskin (exotics unknown to our 
palates), cooked in the paternal kitchen (a great thing) , 
and brouglit him daily by his maid or aunt 1 I fe- 
nu^mber tlie good old relative (in whom love forbade 
pride) squatting down upon some odd stone in a by- 
nook of the cloisters, disclosing the viands (of higher 
regale than those cates which the ravens ministered 
to the Tishbite) ; and the contending passions of L. 
at the unfolding. There was love for the bringer ; 
shame for the thing brought, and the manner of its 
bringing ; sympathy for those who were too many to 
share in it ; and, at top of all, hunger (eldest, strong- 
est of the passions!) predominant, breaking down 
tlie stony fences of shame, and awkwardness, and a 
troubling over-consciousness. 

I was a poor friendless boy. My parents, and those 
who sliould care for me, were far away. Those few 
acquaintances of theirs, which they could reckon ixpon 
as being kind to me in the great city, after a little 
forced notice, which they had the grace to take of me 
on my first arrival in town, soon grew tired of my 
holiday visits. They seemed to them to recur too 
often, though I tliought them few enough ; and, one 

>r ^rrvv,.|'W ...-ilt ■ '■ ^ ' 
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after another, they all failed me, and I felt myself 
alone among six hundred playmates* 

0 the cruelty of separating a poor lad from his early 
homestead ! The yearnings which I used to have 
towards it in those imlledged years ! How, in my 
dreams, would my native town (far in the w('st) (U)ine 
back, with its church, and trees, and faces ! Ilow I 
would wake weeping, and in the anguish of my licart 
exclaim upon sweet Caine in Wiltshire ! 

To this late hour of my life, I trace inipressicms left 
by the recollection of those friendless holidays* The 
long warm days of summer nevca* return hut they 
bring with them a gloom from the liaiinting memory t)f 
those whole-day-leaves, when, by some strange arrange- 
ment, we were turned out, for the live-long day, U|)on 
our own hands, whetlier we had friends to go to, or 
none. I remember those bathing-excursions to the 
New River, which L* recalls with such relisli, iH'tter, 
I think, than he can— for he was a homostH^ldng lad, 
and did not much care for such water-paslinies :~ 
How merrily we would sally fortli into the fields ; tind 
strip under the first warmth of the sun ; and wanton 
like young dace in the streams ; getting ns 
for noon, which those of us that were penniU'ss (our 
scanty morning crust long since (^^xhaustt'd) had not 
the means of allaying— while the catth^ and the birds, 
and the fishes, were at feed about us, and we had 
nothing to satisfy our cravings— the vi'ry Ix^auty of 
the day, and the exercise of the pastiine, and the 
sense of liberty, setting a keener edge upon them !— 
How faint and latiguid, finally, we woxild return, 
towards night-fall, to our dosirckl morsel, half-rt^joic- 
ing, half-reluctant, that the hours of our uneasy 
liberty had expired 1 

It v/as worse in the days of winter, to go prowling 
about the streets objectless— shivering at cold windows 
of print shops, to extract a little amusement ; or haply, 
as a last resort, in the hopes of a little novelty, to pay 
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a fifty-times repeated visit (where our individual faces 
should be as well known to the warden as those of his 
own charges) to the lions in the Tower— to whose 
levee, by courtesy immemorial, we had a prescriptive 
title to admission. 

L.'s governor (so we called the patron who pre- 
sented us to the foundation) lived in a manner under 
his paternal roof. Any complaint which he had to 
make wjis sure of being attended to. This was under- 
stood at Christ's, ^ and was an effectual screen to him 
against the stwcaity of masters, or worse tyranny of 
tlie monitors. TIk^ 0|>preBsions of these young brutes 
are lieart-sick(,ming to call to recollection, I have 
been calk‘d out of my bed, and imkcd for the purpose, 
in the <:x)ldest winter nights— and this not once, but 
night after niglit— in my shirt, to receive the discipline 
of a Icxitliern thong, wiiii eleven other sufferers, be- 
cause it pleast'd my callow overseer, when there has 
been any talking heard after we were gone to bed, to 
make tlie six last I'xxls in tlie dormitory, where the 
youngest children of us slept, answerable for an 
bffenci^ they neither dared to commit, nor had the 
power to hinder.---Tlje smne execrable tyranny droye 
thc^ younger part of us from the fires, when our feet 
wert^ perishing witli snow ; and, under the crudest 
penalties, forbade the indulgence of a drink of water, 
when we lay in sleepless summer nights, fevered with 
the season, and the day's sports. 

There was one H— wlio, I learned in after days, 
was seen expiating some maturer offence in the hulks. 
(Do I flatter myself in fancying tliat this might be the 
planter of that n^ime, who suffered— at Nevis, I think, 
or St. Kitts,— some few years since ? ^ My friend Tobin 
was the benevolent instrument of bringing him to the 
gallows.) This petty Nero actually branded a boy, 
who liad offended him, with a red-hot iron ; and 
nearly starved forty of us, with exacting contribu- 
tions, to the one half of our bread, to pamper a young 
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ass, which, incredible as it may mem, with the conniv- 
ance of the nurse's daughter (a young ilmne of his) lie 
had contrived to siniiggle in, and keep U|3on t he leads 
of the ward, as they called our donnitories. This 
game went on for bettor than a till the foolish 

beast, not al)le to fare well l)ut he nuist cry roast 
meat — happier than Caligula's minion, could lu^ liave 
kept his own couns(3l — l)ut, foolisluvr, jxlas ! than any 
of his species in the tallies— waxing fat and kicd^ing, 
in the fulness of Inroad, one unlucxky minute; would 
needs proclaim his good fortuiu; to tlu; world below ; 
and, laying out his sinii)le. tlirosit. l)lew sindi a ram's 
horn blast, as (toppling down tlu; widls of lus own 
Jericho) set concealment any longt;r at dtdlanct;, The 
client was dismissed, with ct‘rtaiii attentions, to 
Sinithfield ; but I ncv(;r understood tliat tlu* iKitrou 
underwent any censure; on the oc'casixnu This was in 
the stewardvship of iv.'s admiuHl Veny, 

Under the same fadle atlminislration, can J’.. Ixave 
forgotten the cool impunity witli which Hu* nurses 
used to carry away o])enly, in open plattm's, for lluur 
own tables, one out of two of (wery hot joint, which 
the careful matron had hexnx stH*ing scrupnlously 
weighed out for our dinners ? Tliese tliiugs wei*e 
daily practised in that magniiicent aj)artnK;nt, which 
L. (grown connoisseur since, we pnsume) praises so 
highly for the grand |)aintings l)y Verrio and otht?rs," 
with which it is hung round and adorned*" But 
the sight of skek well-fed blue-coat boys in picturt*s 
was, at that time, I believe, little; consolatory to Iiim, 
or us, the living ones, who saw tin; batter part of our 
provisions carried away before our faces by luirpies ; 
and ourselves reduced (with the Trojan in tlie hall of 
Dido) 

To feed our mind with idle portraiture, 

L. has recorded the repugnance of the school to gags, 
or die fat of fresh beef boiled ; and sets it down to 
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some superstition. But these unctuous morsels are 
never grateful to young palates (children are univer- 
sally fat-haters), and in strong, coarse, boiled meats, 
wnsuUcd, are detestable. A gug-catcy in our time was 
equivalent to a goule, and held in equal detestation. 
suffered under the imputation : 

.... 'Twas said 

He ate sti'ange flesh. 

He was observed, after dinner, carefully to gather 
lip the I'eniiuints left at his table (not many, nor very 
choice fragments, you may credit me)— and, in an 
CvSpecial manner, these disreputable morsels, which he 
would convey away, and secretly stow in the settle 
that stood at hivS bedside. None saw when he ate 
tliein. ^ It was rtimoured that he privately devoured 
tliem in the niglit. .He was watched, but no traces 
of such midnight practices were discoverable. Some 
reported, that, on leave-days, he had been seen to 
carry out of the bounds a large blue check hand- 
kerchit-'f, full of something* This then must be the 
accursed thing. Conjecture next was at work to im- 
agine how he could dispose of it. Some said he sold 
it to the beggars. This belief generally prevailed. He 
went about moping. None spake to him. No one 
would play with him. He was excommunicated ; put 
out of the pale of the school. He was too powerful a 
boy to be^ beaten, but he underwent every mode of 
that negative punishment, which is more grievous than 
many stripes. Still he persevered. At length he was 
observed by two of his schoolfellows, who were deter- 
mined to get at the secret, and had traced him one 
leave-day for the purpose, to enter a large worn-out 
building, such as there exist specimens of in Chancery 
Lane, which are let out to various scales of pauperism, 
with open door, and a common staircase. After him 
they silently slunk in, and followed by stealth up four 
flights, and saw him tap at a poor wicket, which was 



94 CHARLES LAMB 

opened by an aged woman, ^ moanlv chuL Sni^picion 
was now ripened into andainty. The informers had 
secured their victim. 1'hey had him in tludr toils. 
Accusation was formaily prehniaHl, and r<»l:ril)utiou 
most signal was looked for. Mr. Hatliaway, the. then 
steward (for this happened a little aftm' my time), 
with that patient sagacity which tmnpmvd all Ids con- 
duct, determined to investigate tln^ maUau', before he 
proceeded to sentence. Tlie result was, that tlit' sup- 
posed mendicants, the receivers or |)viri'hasers of the 
mysterious scraps, turned otit to l)(‘ tlie partmts of 

, an honest c()ui)le ccvme tt) deca.y,- --wliorn tins 

seasonable supply had, in till prol)ability, sa,ved from 
mendicancy; and that this young stork, at the ex- 
pense of his own good name, liad all this wldli^ bei'n 
only feeding the old birds ! --The govt^rnors on tins 
occasion, much to their honour, vottHl a |)ri*sent relief 
to the family of — , and pn^sentetl him witli a silvta* 
medal. 

The lesson which the steward read tipon jusn 
JUDGMENT, on the occasion of ptiblicly delivering liie 
medal to — , I btvlieve, would not Ih^ lost U|)on his 
auditory. — I had left sdiool tln^n, but I well remem- 
ber . He was a tall, shaml)ling youtlg witli a t'ust 

in his eye, not at all calculated to* conciliate hostile 
prejudices. I have since seen Ivim carrying a Ixdver’s 
basket. I think I heard he did not do cjuiltt so well by 
himself as he had done by the old folks. 

I was a hypochondriac lad ; aiul tln^ sight of a l)oy 
in fetters, upon the day of my first putting on tlie 
blue clothes, was not exactly iitti^d to assuage the 
natural terrors of initiation. ' I was of ItaultT yinirs, 
barely turned of seven ; and had only ri^ad of such 
things in books, or seen iliem Imt in dreams. 1 was 
told he had nm away. This was the punishmmit for 
the first offence.— As a novice I was soon aftiT taken 
to see the dungeons. These were S(iuare, Bed- 
lam cells, where a boy could just lie at hb length upon 
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straw and a blanket—a mattress, I think, was after- 
wai*ds substituted— with a peep of light, let in askance, 
from a prison-orifice at top, barely enough to read by. 
Here the poor boy was locked in by himself all day, 
witliout sight of any but the porter who brought him 
his bread and water — who might not speak to him ; — 
or of the beadle, who came twice a week to call him 
out to receive liis periodical chastisement, which was 
almost w^cdcome, because it sepai'ated him for a brief 
interval from solitude and here he was shut up 
by liiinsi'lf of nights, out of the reach of any sound, to 
suffm' whatever horrors the weak nerves, and supersti- 
tion incident to his time of life, might subject him to. 
This was t he pt^nalty for the second oifence. Wouldst 
thou like, reader, to see what became of him in the 
xmxt degrcjc ? 

The culprit who had been a third time an offender, 
and whose. exj)nlsion was at tins time deemed irrever- 
sible', was lironght forth, as at some solemn auto ila fe, 
arrayi'd in uncouth and most appalling attire, all 
trace of his late ‘tv^atchet-weeds '' carefully effaced; 
he was t'xposed in a jacket, resembling those which 
London lann)lighters fomierly delighted in, with a 
cap of the same. The effect of this divestiture was 
sucli as the ingenious devisers of it could have antici- 
]>atcxl Witl'i his pale and friglited features, it was 
as if soma of those disligurements in Dante had seized 
upon him. In this disguisement he was brought into 
tlie hall [LPs favourite state-room), where awaited him 
the whole numl>er of his schoolfellows, whose joint 
lessons and sports he was thenceforth to share no 
more ; the awful presence of the steward, to be seen 
for the hist time ; of the executioner beadle, clad in 
his stat(? robe for the occasion ; and of two faces more, 
of direr import, because never but in these extremities 
visible. These were governoi-s ; two of whom, by 
choice, or charter, were tilways accustomed to officiate 
at these Ultima SuppHcia; not to mitigate (so at 
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least we understood it), Init to enforce the uttermost 
stripe. Old Bamber Gascoif^ne, and Peii^r Auljert, I 
remember, were colleagues on one occasion, when the 
beadle turning rather pale, a glass of tjratid^/ was 
ordered to prepare him for th(] mysteries, 'llie scourg- 
ing was, after the old Roman fashion, long and statiely. 
The lictor accompanied tlie (*riminal (jiiile round 
the hall We were generally too faini with alttnuiing 
to the previous disgusting tdrcumstau<‘es to ma.ke 
accurate report with our c^yes of tln^ dt'gret; of coj’[)oral 
suffering inflicted. Report, of coursta gave out the 
back knotty and livid. After scourging, tie was madi^ 
over, in his San Benito, to liis friends, if tu* had a,ny 
(but commonly sik'Ii |)oor runagates wt‘r(* friendh^ssj, 
or to his parish otlictT, who, to tmhance the effect 
of the scene, had liis station allot tin 1 to liim on the 
outside of the hall gate. 

• These solemn pageantries were not phiy(‘d off so 
often as to spoil the general mirtli of tin* community. 
We had plenty of exercise and rt'crealkm after sclioril 
hours; and, for myself, I must confess, that 1 was 
never happier than in them. Tin; lJp|HT and tlui 
Lower Grammar Schools were ladd in tlie same room ; 
and an imaginary line only divided their l^oimds. 
Their character was as diff'enait as that, of tlu* in- 
habitants on the two sides of tlie Pyrenees. l.1u‘ Rev. 
James Boyer was the Uppcir Master ; I a it tlie 
Matthew Feilde presided over that portion of tlie 
apartment of which I had the good fortuia' U) ho a 
member. We lived a life as careless as birds. We 
talked and did just what we pleasi^d, and nobody 
molested us. We carried an accidcnua^, or a grammar, 
for form ; but, for any trouble it gave ns, we might 
take two years in getting through the V(‘rbs deponent, 
and another two in forgidting all that wi* had learned 
about them. There was now and then the formality 
of saying a lesson, but if you had not learmsl it, a 
brush across the shoulders (just tmuugli to disturb a 
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fly) was the sole remonstrance. Feilde never used the 
rod : and in truth he wielded the cane with no great 
good will — -holding it ” like a dancer/' It looked in 
his hands rather like an emblem than an instrument 
of authority ; and an emblem, too, he was ashamed 
of. He was a good easy man, that did not care to 
ruffle his own peace, nor perhaps set any great con- 
sideration upon the value of juvenile time. He came 
among us, now and then, but often staid away whole 
days from us ; and when he came, it made no differ- 
ence to us — ^lie had his private room to retire to, the 
short time he staid, to be out of the sound of our 
noise. Our mirth and uproar went on. We had 
classics of our own, without being beholden to in- 
solent Greece or haughty Rome," that passed current 
among us — Peter Wilkins — ^the Adventures of the 
Hon. Captain Robert Boyle — ^the Fortunate Blue- 
coat Boy — and the like. Or we cultivated a turn for 
mechanic and scientific operations ; making little sun- 
dials of paper; or weaving those ingenious paren- 
theses, called cat-cradles ; or making dry peas to 
dance upon the end of a tin pipe ; or studying the 
art military over that laudable game '' French and 
English," and a liundred other such devices to pass 
away the time — ^mixing the useful with the agreeable 
—as would have made the souls of Rousseau and John 
Locke chuckle to have seen us. 

Matthew Feilde belonged to that class of modest 
divines who affect to mix in equal proportion the 
gentleman, the scholar, and the Christian; but, I know 
not how, the first ingredient is generally found to be 
the predominating dose in the composition. Fie was 
engaged in gay parties, or with his courtly bow at 
some episcopal lev( 5 e, when he should have been 
attending upon us. He had for many years the clas- 
sical cliarge of a hundred children, during the four 
or five first years of their education ; and his very 
highest form seldom proceeded further than two or- 
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three of the introductory of How 

things were suffered to go on thus» I eaiiuot guess. 
Boyer, who was the proper [)cu’sou to have nniuxlied 
these abuses, ahva^^s a(h*ct(‘d, ptThaiis f<di, a delicacy 
in interfering in a province not strictly his own. I 
have not been without iny susjvicioas, that hv was not 
altogether displeased at tlie cauitrast wt‘ j>r( ‘seated to 
liis end of the school. W(i wen^ a sort of Helots to his 
young Spartans. He would souitdiines, with ironic 
deference, send to borrow a rod of tin* IJudta Mastc^r, 
and then, with sardonic grin, ohser\a‘ to one of his 
upper boys, “ how neat and fresh lh(‘ twigs looked,” 
While his pale students were l>att{‘riiig lludr liraius 
over Xenophon and Plato, with a siUaiee as dee]) as 
that enjoined by the Samite, were <'njoving our- 
selves at our ease in our little Gosluau Wt* saw a 
little into the secrets of his dis('ii)linig and tlie ])ros- 
pect did but tlie more rt'concile ns to our lot. His 
thunders rollexl innoeiioiis for us ; Ins si onus cmne 
near, but never touched us ; contrary to Gideon's 
miracle, while all tiromul were driauiied, our Hecc'c 
was dry. His boys turned out the l>ctl(‘r scholars; 
we, I suspect, have the advanlagx' in tiMuptu', His 
pupils cannot speak of him without somclliing of 
terror allaying their gratitude ; tlu^ remmubnince of 
Feilde comes back with all the sootliing imagt'S of 
indolence, and summer slumbers, and work like play, 
and innocent idleness, and Klysian i'xv*mptit>ns, and 
life itself a ” playing holiday.”* 

Though sufficiently removed from tlie jurisdiction 
of Boyer, we were near c-nough (as I havii sai<l) to 
understand a little of his system. We occasionally 
heard sounds of t^' UMmites, and (auiglit glaru'cs cif 
Tartarus. B. was a rabid jicdant. His luiglish style 
was crampt to barbarism. His Kast<‘r anthems (for 
his duty obliged him to those p(‘tiodi('al tUghts) were 

grating as scrannel pipes.-'«He‘ would laugh -ay, and 

heartily—but then it must be at Flaccusks quibble 
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about Rex or at the tristris severitas in vuUu, or 

inspicere in patinas ^ of Terence — ^thin jests, which at 
their lirst broaching could hardly have had vis enough 
to move a Roman muscle. — He had two wigs, both 
pedantic, but of different omen. The one serene, smil- 
ing, fresh powdered, betokening a mild day. The 
other, an old discoloured, unkempt, angry caxon, de- 
noting frequent and bloody execution. Woe to the 
school, when he made his morning appearance in his 
passy, or passionate img. No comet expounded surer. 
— J. B, had a heavy hand. I have known him double 
his knotty list at a poor trembling child (the maternal 
milk hardly dry upon its lips) with a “ Sirrah, do you 
presume to set your wits at me ? — Nothing was 
more common than to see him make a headlong entry 
into the school-room, from his inner recess, or library, 
and, with turbulent eye, singling out a lad, roar out, 

Od's my life, sirrah '' (his favourite adjuration), '' I 
have a great mind to whip you,'" — ^then, with as sud- 
den a I'etracting impulse, fling back into his lair — 
and, after a cooling lapse of some minutes (during 
which all but the culprit had totally forgotten the 
context) drive headlong out again, piecing out his 
imperfect sense, as if it had been some Devihs Litany, 
with the expletory yell — and I will too” — In his, 
gentler moods, when the rabidus furor was assuaged, 
he had resort to an ingenious method, peculiar, for 
what I have heard, to himself, of whipping the boy, 
and reading the Debates, at the same time ; a para- 
graph and a lash between ; which in those times, when 
parliamentary oratory was most at a height and 
flourishing in these realms, was not calculated to im- 
press the patient with a veneration for the diffuser 
graces of rhetoric. 

Once, and but once, the uplifted rod was known to 
fall ineffectual from his hand — ^when droll squinting 
W — — having been caught putting the inside of the 
master's desk to a use for which the architect had 
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dearly not designed it, to justify hinisdf, witli aro-n 
simplicity averred, that he did nol hum ihat the1k£ 
had been forewarned. 'Hiis exiiuisite invro(rniii,I„ ts 
any hw antecedent to (he oral or itetAo-nh/Pv Sn.d 
so rresistibly upon the fan<>y of alt win. lieal-, R 0 , 

»•» 

^racl^n eSdSi his litmJjniL! teJs 
a moie intelligible and ainj^h^ encomium on tluan 
^le author of the Country S/we/ahr doul.fs not (o 
compare him with the ablest trnieluTs of ..u'tiiiv 
I^haps we cannot dismiss him bcdtis- (han w ^ 
pious ejaculation of C.-wImn lu^ In-in o i a 
m»tcr TO on 1* cb.U..|,,,|‘ ' B 

all his faults be forniven • •md ne.v i, , i V, 

brw/ iri niaiiv good and sound seholars 

Stevens, khKl(S'of 'b<!w"S 

master (and maeparahie comiianioVi) with 1 )r T 

fpectueh. ‘did this li4e of 

of their_ preteroS Kou 

chaime in the street without a womhm whieh' wn^' 

appearan?Sj otiKT ^ rl 1 

kindly coadiutors I item.. ,1 ‘‘’''“"“'■■‘rni. tlu‘S(i 

« C Stsrr:;’ d" fr,'. »»“ 

tho fasces also. (}h it k ntns-nTOl ■I"'” 
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with ability various diplomatic functions at the 

Northern courts. Th was a tall, dark, saturnine 

youth, sparing of speech, with raven locks. — Thomas 
Fanshaw Middleton followed him (now Bishop of 
Calcutta), a scholar and a gentleman in his teens, 
lie has the reputation of an excellent critic ; and is 
author (besides the Country Spectator) of a Treatise 
on the Greek Article, against Sharpe. — M. is said to 
bear his mitre high in India, where the regni novitas 
(I dare say) sufficiently justifies the bearing. A 
humility quite as primitive as that of Jewel or Hooker 
might not be exactly fitted to impress the minds of 
those Anglo-Asiatic diocesans with a reverence for 
home institutions, and the church which those fathers 
watered. The manners of M. at school, though firm, 
were mild and unassuming.— Next to M, (if not senior 
to him) was Richards, author of the Aboriginal 
Britons, the most spirited of the Oxford Prize Poems ; 

a pale, studious Grecian. — ^'fhen followed poor S , 

ilhfated M ! of these the Muse is silent. 

Finding some of Edward's race 
Unhappy, pass their annals by. 


Come back into memory, like as thou wert in the 
dayspring of thy fancies, with hope like a fiery 
column before thee — the dark pillar not yet turned — 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge — Logician, Metaphysician, 
Bard !— Plow have I seen the casual passer through 
the Cloisters stand still, intranced with admiration 
(while he weighed the disproportion between the 
speech and the garb of the young Mirandula), to hear 
thee unfold, in thy deep and sweet intonations, the 
mysteries oL Jamblichus, or ..Plotinus (for even in 
those years thou waxedest not pale at such philo- 
sophic draughts), or reciting Homer in his Greek, or 
Pindar ^while the walls of the old Grey P'darS' re- 

echoed to the accents of the inspired^ pharity-boy !— 

84?5 I . 

0 _. 
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Many were the wit-eombuts '' (Id diilly awhile with 
the words of old Fuller), lH‘lwtM‘u him aud (', V. Le 

Q ^ '‘which two I bdiold like a Sjianisli great 

galleon, and an Knglisli man t>f war: blaster Cole- 
ridge, like the former, was built far liigher in learning, 
solid, but slow in his performanees, C, Vh L., witli 
the English man of war. lesser in bulk. Imt lighter 
in sailing, could turn with all times, taxic alHuit, and 
take advantage of all winds, by the tphekness of his 
wit and invention/' 

Nor shaft thou, their compt^er, be rtuiekly h>rg«>tten, 
Allen, with the cordial smihs auil still moii* ('ordial 
laugli, with wliich thou W(*rt wtait to make the old 
Cloisters shake, in thy eognitiijn of sonn^ |>oigiumt 
jest of theirs; or the anticipation of some more 
material, and, peradventure practiced oms of tliine 
own. Extinct are thosi' stnih^s. witli that l)eatdihil 
countenance, with whidi (for tliou weri tlu^ Niyeus 
formosus of the school), in the days o! thy malurtT 
waggery, thou didst disarm tlu^ wrath of ’iufiiriat<‘d 
town-danisel, who, inctmsed l»y pro\'t>king |)iu<'b, 
turning tigress-like round, sutltlenly cauiverled hy 
thy angel-look, exchanged tlux lutlfdoniual tcrrilile 

U for a gentler gretding - bless ihy handsome 

face ! ” 

Next follow two, who ouglrt to b(‘ now alivia aud 

the friends of Elia— the junior I.e (L and ; 

who impelled, the former by a roving tt‘miH*r. tin; 
latter by too quick a sensi' (if iH^ghad- 'dll callable of 
enduring the slights poor Si/airs an* sometimes subj(*ct 
to in our seats of l(*aimiiig-*- exchvingxHl tludr Alma. 
Mater for the camp ; perisliing, om* by climattn and 
one on the plains of vSalaraanca :~l C / , sa i iguine, 

volatile, sweet-natiired ; F- ~ doggi’d, faithful, 
anticipativc of insult, warm-liearted, with s(an<‘tliing 
of the old Roman height about him. 

Fine, frank-hearted Fr— , the prestait master of 
Hertford, with Marmaduke T— mildest of Mission- 
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aries — and both my good friends still — close the 
catalogue of Grecians in my time. 


Imperfect Sympathies 

I am of a constitution so general, that it consorts and 
sympathiseth with all things ; I have no antipathy, or 
rather idiosyncrasy in anytliing. Those natural repug- 
nance.s do not touch me, nor do I behold with prejudice 
the French, Italian, Spaniard, or Dutch . — Religio Medici. 

That the author of the Religio Medici mounted upon 
the airy stilts of abstraction, conversant about no- 
tional and conjectural essences ; in whose categories 
of Being the possible took the upper hand of the 
actual ; should have overlooked the impertinent in- 
dividualities of such poor concretions as mankind, is 
not much to be admired. It is rather to be wondered 
at, that in the genus of animals he should have con- 
descended to distinguish that species at all. For my- 
self— earth-bound and fettered to the scene of my 
activities, — 

Standing on earth, not rapt above the sky, 

I confess that I do feel the differences of mankind, 
national or individual, to an unhealthy excess. I can 
look with no indifferent eye upon things or persons. 
Whatever is, is to me a matter of taste or distaste ; 
or when once it becomes indifferent it begins to be 
disrelishing. I am, in plainer words, a bundle of pre- 
judices— made up of likings and dislikings— the 
veriest thrall to sympathies, apathies, antipathies. 
In a certain sense, I hope it may be said of me that 
I am a lover of my species. I can feel for all indiffer- 
ently, but I cannot feel towards all equally. The 
more purely-English word that expresses sympathy, 
will better explam my meaning. I can be a friend to 
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a worthy man. wlio upon aiKiihcr .H'l'ount: c.unint be 
my mate or fdhrw. I nimid! like all iHaipIr alike ’ 
Iliavebeeiiti;yin,4:ijl mv lile (:.» lik.’ Sei.te|inien and 
am obliged to desist from' (lie mqtermieul in .Irsp'air 
lliey caimtit iik(' me and in Irnlli, I nro'er !vne\\' one 
of that nation wlio id:ti'ni|ib'd to do it, l li.-i'e is some- 
thing more plain and ingeinions in lli.-ir luo.le of im,' 
ceedmg. We know one a nol her at lirsl si-lit. There 
is an order of imiierfed. irdelhnts (under 'wliieli mine 
must be content to rank) whieb in ib. comditnlion is 
essentially anti-Ciiledmiian. The owners of (he sort 
of facnities I allude ti», have mint Is ratlier sueis'siive 
than comprehensive. _They ha\'e no prete'nees to 
much clearnttss or {rrecision in their ideas, or in their 
manner of expressin,g lliein. Their inlelhM imd ward- 
robe (to confess hdrly) has few whole tiii-ees in it 
lliey are conlenf: with fragiiienls ami >a',iliere<l iiieees 
of Iriith. She presents no fnli front to tln'm -a 
feature or side-lane at: tlie most , 1 lints ami .ylimpses ' 
geiins and crude essays at a, system, i^; the utmost 
they pretend to. 'rimy beat up a little game oer- 
adventur(wiml_ leavt; it to kmttiier beads more 
robu.st con.stituti(>ns, to rim it down. Tla* lidit fhut 
lights them i.s not steady and fiolar. Imt miif alile and 
shifting : wa.\tng and again waniii.g. Tlieir .-onversa- 
tion IS accordingly. Tliey will throw mil ,i random 
woid m or out of season, and be coiilent to let if pass 
or what It IS worth. They eaiumt speak alw.iv s m if 

they were upon their oatlr Inrt mm!f lie umieritoni 

speaking or writing, with some abatement. Timv 
it to '' l»’«l>"-sili"ii, i'Ut <‘’en [.ring 

•llntv are no sy.s. 
temah.iu:b, and would but err more Ivy at templ ing 

merely. Ihe brain of a true (‘.aledoniaii (if l am not 
mistaken) is constituted uikiu quite a dilfermit plan. 
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Flis Minerva is born in panoply. You are never ad- 
mitted to see his ideas in their growth — if, indeed; they 
do grow, and ai'e not rather put together upon prin- 
ciples of clock-work. You never ca.tch his mind in an 
undress. He never hints or suggests anything, but 
unlades his stock of ideas in peidect order and com- 
pleteness. He brings his total wealth into company, 
and gravely unpacks it. ITis- riches are always about 
him. He never stoops to catch a glitteiing something 
in your presence to share it with you, before he quite 
knows whether it be true touch or not. You cannot 
cry halves to anything that he finds. He does not 
find, but bring. You never witness his first apprehen- 
sion of a thing. His understanding is always at its 
meridian — you never see the fii’st dawn, the early 
streaks. — He has no falterings of self-suspicion. Sur- 
mises, guesses, misgivings, half-intuitions, semi-con- 
sciousnesses, partial illuminations, dim instincts, 
embryo conceptions, have no place in his brain or 
vocabulary. The twilight of dul)iety never falls upon 
him. Is he oi'thodox — ^lie has no doubts. Is he an 
infidel— he has none either. Between the affirmative 
and the negative there is no border-land with him. 
You cannot hover with him upon the confines of 
truth, or wander in the maze of a probable argument. 
He always keeps the path.' You cannot make excur- 
sions with him — for he sets you right. His taste never 
fluctuates. His morality never abates. He cannot 
compromise, or understand middle actions. There 
can be but a right and a wrong. Plis conversation is 
as a book. His affirmations have the sanctity of an 
oath. You must speak upon the square with him. 
Ha stops a metaphor like a suspected person in an 
enemy's country, '' A healthy book 1 "—said one of 
his countr5maen to me, who had ventured to give that 
appellation to John Buncle, — Did I catch rightly 
what you said ? I have heard of a man in health, and 
of a healthy state of body, but I do not see how that 
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epithet ca.n be properly ai^plied to a, l)oo]v.” Above 
ail, you must bcnvarc of iiKiinu't ('xprtssioiis Ix'fore a 
Caledonian. Qw]) an extiujytiisher upon your irony, 
if you are unhappily Idlest wiUi a vein of it. Re- 
member you are upon your oath. I havi^ a print of a 
graceful figure after Leonardo da Vinci, whicdi 1 was 
showing off to Mr. Aft(T he liad t-xainined it 

minutely, I ventured to ask iiim how lu' Hkt'd my 
BKAUTY (a foolish nairuj it got\s by among niy friends) 
— ^when he very gravity assured ine, tha t “ he had con- 
siderable respect for my (diaraeii^r and talents (so be 
was pleased to say), but had not given himstdf minii 
thought about the degree of my p(‘rsonal pretiuisions.’' 
The misconception staggi^red im\ \nit did not si'ein 
much to disconcert him. -Persons of this nation are 
particularly fond of affinniug a truth - wliieh nobody 
doubts. They do not so propmiy alhrm, *is anmmei- 
ate it. They do indetHl a.})i)ear to liave such a love of 
truth (as if, like viiiiu^ it valuaWe for iist^lf) Hint 
all truth becomes etpiaily valnaliUg whether the [vro- 
position that contains it he runv or olcl. dispnir'd, or 
such as is impossible to Ix^come a sul>j('ct; of disj)n- 
tation. I was present not long since at a l>urty of 
North Britons, where a son of Ihinis was ex]><Tt(‘d ; 
and happened to drop a silly ex|)ression (in my' South 
British way), that I wished it wert! the fatli(*r instead 
of the son— -when four of them started up a,t onee to 
inform me, that that was im]>ossil)le, bec'aust^ la; was 
dead/' An impracticalrle wish, it sinaus, was more 
than they could conceive. Swift has liil off this part 
of their character, namely their lovii of trutlv, in his 
biting way, but with au ilUlM*raIity that ut*C(‘ssa.rily 
confines the passages to thc^ margin, TIiq t(‘di()usn<:‘ss 
of these people is certainly provoking. I woudt'r 
if thej^ ever tire one another !— In rny early I had 
a passionate fondness for the poetry of Burns. I ha\^e 
sennetimes foolishly hopexi to ingratiate niyself with 
his countrymen by expressing it. But I have alway.s 
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found that a true Scot resents your admiration of his 
compatriot even more than he would your contempt 
of him. The latter he imputes to your “ imperfect 
acquaintance with many of the words which he uses ; 
and the same objection makes it a presumption in you 
to suppose that you can admire him. — Thomson 
they seem to have forgotten. Smollett they have 
neither forgotten nor forgiven, for his delineation 
of Rory and his companion, upon their first intro- 
duction to our metropolis. — Speak of Smollett as 
a great genius, and they will retort upon you 
Plume’s Plistory compared with his Continuation of 
it. Wliat if the historian had continued Humphry 
Clinker ? 

I have, in the abstract, no disrespect for the Jews. 
They are a piece of stubborir antiquity, compared with 
which Stonehenge is in its nonage. They date beyond 
the pyramids. But I should not care to be in habits 
of familiar intercourse with any of that nation. I 
confess that I have not the nerves to enter their syna- 
gogues. Old prejudices cling about me. I cannot 
sheike off the story of Hugh of Lincoln. Centuries 
of injury, contempt, and hate, on the one side, — of 
cloaked revenge, dissimulation, and hate, on the 
other, between our and their fatlaers, must and ought 
to affect the blood of the children. I cannot believe 
it can run clear and kindly yet ; or that a few words, 
such as candour, liberality, the light of the nineteenth 
century, can close up the breaches of so deadly a dis- 
union. A Hebrew is nowhere congenial to me. He 
is least distasteful on 'Change — for the mercantile 
spirit levels all distinctions, as all are beauties in the 
dark. I boldly confess that I do not relish the approxi- 
mation of Jew and Christian, which has become so 
fashionable. The reciprocal endearments have, to me, 
something hypocritical and unnatural in them. I do 
not like to see the Church and Synagogue kissing and 
congeeing in awkward postures of an affected civility. 
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If they are converted, why do they not corni‘ ovct to 
us altogether ? Why kcjep u|) a form of 8(‘{)aration, 
when the life of it is lied ? If tht‘y euii sit with us at 
table, why do tlu^y kt'ck at our eookti'y ? 1. do not 

understand these half coiivertites. jiavs ehristianiz- 
ing — Christians judaizing [Jiizzlir ink 1 like lish or 
flesh. A inod('ratt5 jew is a iuoih" ('onfotiudiug pie^^ 
of anomaly tliaii a wet Ouaiaa*. The spiiat ’nf ihe 

synagogue is essentially H would 

have been more in k(^t‘ping if he had aJaded by tlie 
faith of his forefathers. Tluirt^ is a lira* secirn in his 
face, which nature nu^ant to be 
The Hebrew spirit is strong in him, in sjnU^ of iiis 
proselytism. He cannot Cinicpaa’ tlii* Shiliboltdh. 
How it breaks out, when he sings, " 11u> (Tihiren of 
Israel passed througli the Ri‘d Stsi ! ” 'fhe auditors, 
for the moment, are as Kgyi>tians to him, and lie rides 
oyer oiir necks in tdiunpln llaav is im mistaking 
him. B—- has a strong (‘Kpnssion of staise in his 
countenance, and it is contirnuHl liy his singing. The 
foundation of his vocal CKC(‘llmit‘t‘ is s(*nse. ' lie sings 
with understanding, tis Kianlili* dt‘livi*red dialogiu*. 
He would sing the Commandimmts. tind givi‘ an 
appropriate charactia* to each |)rohibit ion, I iis nation, 
in general, have not over»st*nHil)i(‘ tarnnlimara/es. 1 low 
should they you st-ldoin S(‘t‘ a silly ex{)n‘Ssion 

among thera.—Gain, {iml tlu^ pursuit of gain, shuriien 
a man s visage. 1 never heard th an idiot lieiug liorn 
among them. —Some mlmire tht* Jewish female- 


A cuuiiuuit’ uMi wirn iieinonng. ni 
had those full dark inscrutable (‘yt^s. 

In the Negro countenauce you will ofh*n meet wi 
strong traits of beniguityt I liavt* felt yoarnings 
tenderness towards some of th(S(‘ faci‘s iir rath 
masks— that have loaked out kindly ut>on one 
casual encounters in the strc'cts and higliways. 
tove what Fuller beautifully calls *.tlic^se ituam*s 
God cut in ebonyj' But I should not like to associa 
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with them, to share my meals and my good nights 
with them — because they are black. 

I love Quaker ways, and Quaker worship. I vener- 
ate the Quaker principles. It does me good for the 
rest of the day when I meet any of their people in my 
path. When I am ruffled or disturbed by any occur- 
rence, the sight, or quiet voice of a Quaker, acts upon 
me as a ventilator, lightening the air, and taking off 
a load from the bosom. But I cannot like the 
Oiiakers (as Desdemona would say) to live with 
tliem.’" I am all over sophisticated — ^vdth humours, 
fancies, craving hourly sympathy. I must have 
books, pictures, theatres, chit-chat, scandal, jokes, 
ainl^iguities, and a thousand whim-whams, which 
their simpler taste can do without. I should starve 
at their primitive banquet. My appetites are too 
high for the salads which (according to Evelyn) Eve ; 
dressed for the angel ; my gusto too excited 

To wsit a guest with Daniel at his pulse. 

The indirect answers which Quakers are often found 
to return to a question put to them may be explained, 

I think, without the vulgar assumption, that they 
are more given to evasion and equivocating than 
other people. They naturally look to their words 
more carefully, and are more cautious of committing 
themselves, They have a peculiar character to keep 
up on this head. They stand in a manner upon their 
veracity, A Quaker is by law exempted from taking 
an oath. The custom of resorting to an oath in 
extreme cases, sanctified as it is by all religious 
antiquity, is apt (it must be confessed) to introduce 
into the laxer sort of minds the notion of two kinds 
of truth — ^-fhe one applicable to the solemn affairs of 
justice, and the other to the common proceedings of 
daily intercourse. As truth bound upon the con- 
science by an oath can be but truth, so in the common 
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affipiations of the shop and the niarket-placo a 
latitude is expected and eoncinltul u|)on inu^stions 
wanting this soh’rnn covenant. Soin(*tiiing h^ss than 
tnitli satislies. It is coiumon to luuir a person sav 
'‘You do not expect int^ to si^taik as if I wtan upcm 
my oath.'" Hence a gnnit deal of incornHdinss ttnd 
inadvertency, sliort of lalstLood, ertu*|)s into ordinnrv 
conversation ; and a kind of stHtondarv or laic-truth 
IS tolerated, when! (derKy-tiiUh ~oath~(ru(^^ by the 
nature of the eir(uunsl.a.n{*t's, is not i‘(,!(|uin!d, -\ 

Quaker knows none of this <lislinction. Ilis siinpie 
affirmation being received upon the most saeretl occa- 
sions, without any furtluir test, stumps a. valiu' upon 
the words which he is to use ujiun the most lu- 
diheient tojiics of liie. fh^ looks to th<*m, milnrallv 
with more siwerity. You eaii have of him no more 
than his word. He knows, if he is enughl IriiiiiiuL' in 
a casual expressioip lie forfeits, for liimself 'u l<;ast 
ms clanr' to the invidious (‘xempliun. lie knows that: 

ms .syllables are vvihglied and lunv fur a eouseious- 

ness of this paxticnlar watehfuluess, e.xerted aeainst 
a person luLs a tendency to iirodiict; indirect answers 
and a diverting of the question by honest means' 
might be illustrated, and the jtnu'tiee iustilied by a 
more sacred e.xample Hum is pro[)er to lie addne<>d 
upon this occasion. Tlie admirable iiresem e of mind 
S it' Qvuikmr.s upon* all coutiiigimcies: 

if it rk iiufiosed self ■vvulehfuhie.ss - 

of that old stock of ndigioiB coiistiinc’v. whit*h iU‘V(‘r 
tat or faltert^d in the* Primitm* irricmls, or gavJ 
way to the winds of perstHuition, to Huj violt^nn^ of 

i4e °y,«.;tnder trials and raeking VLinina: 
tions. You will never lie the wiser, if I sit lu're 
amwerm? your questions till midnight." saiii omk.f 

kw-SfwhtLf 

uw cases with a pnz^Jing Huldlety. llicre/ifter as 

the answers may be." retorted the Quakeir The 
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astonishing composure of this people is sometimes 
ludicrously displayed in lighter instances. — I was 
travelling in a stage-coach with three male Quakers, 
buttoned up in the straitest nonconformity "of their 
sect. We stopped to bait at Andover, where a meal, 
partly tea apparatus, partly supper, was set before 
us. My friends confined themselves to the tea-table, 
I in my way took supper. When the landlady brought 
in the bill, the eldest of my companions discovered 
that she had charged for both meals. This was 
resisted. Mine hostess was very clamorous and posi- 
tive. Some mild arguments were used on the part 
of the Quakers, for which the heated mind of the 
good lady seemed by no means a fit recipient. The 
guard came with his- usual peremptory notice. The 
Quakers pulled out their money and formally ten- 
dered it — so much for tea — I, in humble imitation, 
tendering mine — for the supper which I had taken. 
She would not relax in her demand. So they '^11 three 
quietly put up their silver, as did myself, and marched 
out of the I'oom, the eldest and gravest going first, 
with myself closing up the rear, who thought I could 
not do better than follow the example of such grave 
and warrantable personages. We got in. The steps 
went up. The coach drove off. The murmurs of 
mine hostess, not very indistinctly or ambiguously 
pronounced, became after a time inaudible — and now 
my conscience, which the whimsical scene had for a 
while suspended, beginning to give some twitches, I 
waited, in the hope that some justification would be 
offered by these serious persons for the seeming in- 
justice of their conduct. To my great surprise not a 
syllable was dropped on the subject. They sat as 
mute as at a meeting. At length the eldest of them 
broke silence, by inquiring of his next neighbour, 
Hast thee heard how indigos go at the India 
House? '' and the question operated as soporific on 
my moral feeling as far as Exeter. 
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give his poor thoughts artiinilatioii. He diose his 
companions for some individual it}^ of rharacdAU' which 
they manifested. Heua‘, not many [lersuns of science, 
and few professed literati, wean of liis couiK'ils. They 
were, for the most part, |)ersous of an uiuHaiain for- 
tune ; and, as to such p(a)|>k' commonly notliing is 
more obnoxious than a, genthanan of stdlliMl ((hough 
modenite) income, he ])asstHl will) most of (htan for 
a great miser. To my knowk‘(lg(‘ this was a. mistake. 
His intimados, to confess a tnitli, waxv in tlu,' wurkVs 
eye a ragged regiment. IIi‘ found tliein lloaling on 
the surface of society ; and (lie 1 ‘okair, or sonadlung 
else, in the weed pleased him. 'Tlu* burrs sin<‘k to 
him — but tliey were good and loving fnirrs for all (Iiat, 
He never greatly cart'd hu* ilu' sticit'l y of what are 
called good people. If any of iht'se wort* st'antlalized 
(and offences wert'. s\ire. to tirist') he ctniki not ht'l}) it. 
When he has been remonstralt'd will) for not making 
more concessions to tfu^ ret'lings of good ju'tijika lie 
would retort by asking, what ont‘ ])oi))l did ilnnu' good 
people ever conctide to him ? lie was (eanH*ra(t‘ in 
his meals and diversions, Init always krpi a little on 
this side of abstcanioiisiu'ss. Only in Iht' use of tlie 
Indian weed he might be thouglU a little t‘xe<‘ssive. 
He took it, he would say, as a stdvtmi of sjtet'ch. 
Marry— as the friendly vuiiour asctnukHl, liow his 
prattle would curl up someiimi's willi it ! iht' liga- 
ments wliich tongue-tkul him wert^ ItKiseniHi, and the 
stammerer proceeded a statist ! 

I do not know whether I ouglit to Ixmioan or n'joice 
that my old friend is dejKirted. His jests were be- 
ginning to grow obsolete, and his storh^s to bt' found 
out. He felt the approaches of age ; mid while he 
pretended to cling to lift), you saw how sltmdt'r wt're 
the ties left to l)ind hini Discoursing with liim 
latterly on this subject, he expressed himstdf with a 
pettishness, which I thouglit unworthy of hiim In 

Siaiist, This ward onm aicuut a utdiOciaa. 
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our walks about his suburban retreat (as he called 
it) at Shacklewell, some children belonging to a 
school of industry had rnet us, and bowed and 
cmtseyed, as he thought, in an especial manner to 
him. “ They take me for a visiting governor,'' he 
muttered earnestly. He had a horror, which he 
carried to a foible, of looking like anything important 
and parochial. He thought that he approached nearer 
to that stamp daily. He had a general aversion from 
being treated like a grave or respectable character, 
and kept a wary eye upon the advances of age that 
should so entitle him. He herded always, while it 
was possible, with people younger than himself. He 
did not conform to the march of time, but was dragged 
along in the procession. His manners lagged behind 
his years.^ He was too much of the boy-man. The 
toga viriUs never sate gracefully on his shoulders.^ 
The impressions of infancy had burnt into him, and 
he resented the impertinence of manhood. These 
were weal-oiesses ; but such as they were, they are a 
key to explicate some of his writings. 


Blakesmoor in H shire 

I DO not know a pleasure more affecting than to range 
at wiU over the deserted apartments of some fine old 
family mansion. The traces of extinct grandeur admit 
of a better passion than envy : and contemplations on 
the great and good, whom we fancy in succession to 
have been its inhabitants, weave for us illusions, in- 
compatible with the bustle of modem occupancy, and 
vanities of foolish present aristocracy. The same 
difference of feeling, I think, attends us between 
entering an empty and a crowded church. In the 
latter it is chance but some present human frailty — 
an act of inattention on the part of some of the 
auditory — or a trait of affectation, or worse, vain-glory. 
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on that of the preaclier, puls us by our lust thoughts, 
disharmonizing the place aiul occ-ision. But 

wouldst thou know tlu; beauty of hoHiuss ?- go Mone 

on some week-day, liorrowiug the keys of good Master 
Sexton, traverse the cool aisles of soui<y country 
church : think of tlu^ piety tlnit has kueeUnl thens— 
the congregations, old and yotmg, that havt^ foimd 

consolation there— tht^ ine{*k j)astor tlie docile 

parishioner. With no distutiuug (‘luotious, iio cross 
conflicting comparisons, driiik in tlie traiu|nillitY of 
the place, till thou thystdf Innomc as lixed and inotion- 
less as the marble dligu^s that kneel and weep around 
thee. 

Jouraeying northward lat(‘ly, I couhl not resist 
going some few miles out of my road in look upoii the 
remains of an old great house wiUi which I Imd Ijeen 
impressed in this way iu iufaucy, I was a|)prised 
that the owner of it had la, tidy inilleil it dtwu ; still 
I had a vague notion that it could not all have 
perished, “that so much stdidily with magniliccace 
could not have hem crushed all at tuna* into Hn* mere 
dust and rubbish whidi I foiuni it. 

The work of ruin had proceeded witli a swift hand 
indeed, and the demolitioji of a Lav wtH*ks liad riHlucetl 
it to—an antiquity. 

I was astonished at the indistinct ion of (Everything, 
Wliere had stood the great gates ? What, I u anidt‘d the 
court-yard? Whereabout did the out' houses com- 
mence ? A few bricks only kiy as repres(‘ui;itivi‘S of 
that which was so stately and so spiudous. 

Death does not shrink up Ihs human victiiu at this 
rate. The burnt ashes of a man weigh ttiore in tlu*ir 
proportion. 

Had I seen these brick-and-morinr knavtES at tludr 
process of destruction, at the phiekiug of evety pumd 
1 should have felt the varlets at my ht*uri. f should 
have cried out to them to spare a plank at h’aHt out 
of the cheerful store-room, in wliose hot window-scat 
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I used to sit and read Cowley, with the grass-plot 
before, and the hum and flappings of that one solitary 
wasp that ever haunted it about me — ^it is in mine 
ears now, as oft as summer returns ; or a panel of the 
yellow-room. 

Why, every plank and panel of that house for me 
had magic in it. The tapestried bedrooms — tapestry 
so much better than painting — not adorning merely, 
but peopling the wainscots — at which childhood ever 
and anon would steal a look, shifting its coverlid (re- 
placed as quickly) to exercise its tender courage in a 
momentary eye-encounter with those stern bright 
visages, staring reciprocally — all Ovid on the walls, 
in colours vivider than his description. Actseon in 
mid sprout, with the unappeasable prudery of Diana ; 
and the still more pi"ovoking and almost culinary 
coolness of Dan Phoebus, eel-fashioui deliberately 
divesting of Marsyas. 

Then, that haunted room — ^in which old Mrs. Battle 
died — ^whereinto I have crept, but always in the day- 
time, with a passion of fear ; and a sneaking curiosity, 
terror-tainted, to hold communication with the past. 
— How shall they build it up again ? 

It was an old deserted place, yet not so long de- 
serted that the traces of the splendour of past inmates 
were everywhere apparent. Its furniture was still 
standing — even to the tarnished gilt leather battle- 
dores, and crumbling feathers of shuttlecocks in the 
nursery, which told that children had once played 
there. But I was a lonely child, and had the range at 
will of every apartment, knew every nook and corner, 
wondered and worshipped everywhere. 

The solitude of childhood is not so much the mother 
of thought as it is the feeder of love, of silence, and 
admiration. So strange a passion for the place pos- 
sessed me in those years, that, though there lay — 
I shame to say how few roods distant from the man- 
sion — ^lialf hid by trees, what I judged some romantic 
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lake, such was the spell which bound me to the house, 
and such my carefulness not to pass its strict and 
proper precincts, that the idle waters lay unexplored 
for me ; and not till late in life, curiosity prevailing 
over elder devotion, I found, to my astonishment, a 
pretty brawling brook had been the Lacus Incognitus 
of my infancy. Variegated views, extensive prospects 
— and those at no great distance from the house — 
I was told of such — what were they to me, being out 
of the boundaries of my Eden ? So far from a wish to 
roam, I would have drawn, methought, still closer the 
fences of my chosen prison, and have been hemjnecl 
in by a yet securer cincture of those excluding garden 
walls. I could have exclaimed with the '"garden- 
loving poet — 

Bind me, ye woodbines, in your twines ; 

Curl me about, ye gadding vines ; 

And oh so close your circles lacre, 

That I may never leave this place ; 

But, lest your fetters prove too weak, 

Ere I your silken bondage break, 

Do you, O brambles, chain me too, 

And, courteous briars, nail me tlirotigh, 

I was here as in a lonely temple. Snug fire-sides--, 
the low-built roof— parlours ten feet by ten-frugal 
boards, and all the homeliness of homo— these were 
the condition of my birth— the wholesome soil which 
I w^ planted m. Yet, without impeachment to tluur 
tenderest lessons, I am not sorry to have had glances 
of something beyond, and to have taken, if but a peer) 
m childhood, at the contrasting accidents of a great 
fortune. 

To have the feeling of gentility, it is not necessary 
to have been born gentle. The pride of ancestry may 
be had on cheaper terms than to be obliged to an 
importunate race of ancestors ; and the coatless 
antiquary m his unemblazoned cell, revolving the long 
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line of a Mowbray's or De Clifford's pedigree, at those 
sounding names may warm himself into as gay a 
vanity as those who do inherit them. The claims of 
birth are ideal merely, and what herald shall go about 
to strip me of an idea ? Is it trenchant to their 
swords ? can it be hacked off as a spur can ? or 
tom away like a tarnished garter ? 

Wliat, else, were the families of the great to us ? 
what pleasure should we take in their tedious geneal- 
ogies, or their capitulatory brass monuments ? What 
to us the uninterrupted current of their bloods, if our 
own did not answer within us to a cognate and corre- 
sponding elevation ? 

Or wherefore, else, O tattered and diminished 
'Scutcheon that hung upon the time-worn walls of 
thy princely stairs, Blakesmooi^ ! have I in child- 
hood so oft stood poring upon thy mystic characters 
“thy emblematic supporters, with their prophetic 
'' Resurgam "—till, every dreg of peasantry purging 
off, I received into myself Very Gentility? Thou 
wert first in my morning eyes ; and of nights hast 
detained my steps from bedward, till it was but a 
step from gazing at thee to dreaming on thee. 

This is the only true gentry by adoption ; the veri- 
table change of blood, and not as empirics have fabled, 
by transfusion. 

Who it was by dying that had earned the splendid 
trophy, I know not, I inquired not ; but its fading 
rags, and colours cobweb-stained, told that its sub- 
ject was of two centuries back. 

And what if my ancestor at that date was sorne^, 
Damaatas,~fe(Kiing flocks, not his own, upon the hills 
of LincoIn^ — did I in less earnest vindicate to myself 
the family trappings of this once proud ASgon ? ^ re- 
paying by a backward triumph the insults he might 
possibly Ixave heaped in his life-time upon my poor 
peistorm progenitor. 

If it were presumption so to speculate, the present 
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uncircumscribed by any element, in that world before 
perspective — a china tea-cup. 

I like to see my old friends — ^whom distance cannot 
diminish— figuring up in the air (so they appear to our 
optics), yet on terra firma still — for so wo must in 
courtesy mterpret that speck of deeper Ifiue, which 
the decorous artist, to prevent absurdity, had made 
to spring up beneath their sandals. 

I love the inen with women’s faces, and the women, 
if possible, with still more womanish expressions. 

Here is a young and courtly Mandarin, handing tea 
to a lady from a salver— two miles off. See how dis- 
tance seems to set off respect ! And here the same 
lady, or another— for likene.ss is identity on tea-cups 
—is stepping into a little fairy boat, moored on the 
hither side of this calm garden river, with a dainty 
mincing foot, which in a right angle of incidence (as 
angles go in our world) must infallibly land her in the 
rnidst of a flowery mead— a furlong off on the other 
side of the same, strange stream ! 

Farther on— if far or near can be predicted of their 
world- see horses, trees, pagodas, dancing the hays. 

Here — a cow and rabbit couchant, and co-extensive 
•—so objects show, seen through the lucid atmosphc're 
of fine Cathayi 

I was pointing out to my cousin last evening, over 
our Hyson (which we are old-fashioned enough to 
dnnk unmixed still of an afternoon), .some of these 
spemsa mvramla upon a set of extraordinary old blue 
china (a recent purchase) which we were now for the 
first tinae using ; and could not help remarking, how 
favourable circumstances had been to us of late years, 
that we could afford to please the eye sometimes with 
trines of this sort — ^when a passing sentiment 
seemed to overehade the brows of my' companion. 

1 am quick at detecting these summer clouds in 
Joriaget. 

" I wish the good old times would come again,” she 

yf<C;.1Wr' Uj: V 
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said, “ when we were not quite so rich. I do not mean 
that I want to be poor ; but there was a middle state ” 
—so she was pleased to ramble on, — “ in which I am 
sure we were a great deal happier. A purchase is but 
a purchase, now that you have money enough and to 
spare. Formerly it used to be a triumph. Wlien we 
coveted a cheap luxury (and, O ! how much ado I 
had to get you to consent in those times !) — ^we 
were used to have a debate two or three days before, 
and to weigh the foT and d^ciinstj and think what we 
might spare it out of, and what saving we could hit 
upon, that should be an equivalent. A thing was 
worth buying then, when we felt the money that we 
paid for it. 

"Do you remember the brown suit, which you 
made to hang upon you, till all your friends cried 
shame upon you, it grew so threadbare— and all be- 
caase of that folio Beaumont and Fletcher, which 
you dragged home late at night from Barker's in 
Covent Gai'den ? Do you remember how we eyed it 
for weeks before we could make up oui- minds to the 
purchase, and had not come to a determination till it 
was near ten o’clock of the Saturday night, when you 
set off from Islington, fearing you should be too late — 
and when the old bookseller with some grumbling 
opened his shop, and by the twiirkling taper (for he 
was setting bedwards) lighted out the relic from his 
dusty treasures— and when you lugged it home, wish- 
ing it were twice as cumbersome — and when you pre- 
sented it to me — and when we were exploring the 
pc'rfectness of it {collating, you called it) — and while 
I was repairing some of the loose leaves with paste, 
which your impatience woirld not suffer to be left till 
day-break — ^was there no pleasure in being a poor 
man ? or can those neat black clothes which you 
wear now, and are so careful to keep brushed, since 
we have hecome rich and finical — give you half the 
honest vanity with which you flaunted it about in 
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that overworn suit — your old corbcau — for four or 
five weeks longer tlian you should have done, to 
pacify your conscience for the mighty sum of fifteen 
— or sixteen shillings was it ? — a great affair we 
thought it then— which you had lavished on the old 
folio. Now you can afford to buy any book that 
pleases you, but I do not see that you ever bring me 
home any nice old purchases now. 

" Wlien you came home with twenty apologies for 
laying out a less number of shillings upon that print 
after Lionardo, which we christened the ‘ :Lady 
Blanch ’ ; when you looked at the purchase, and 
thought of the money — and thought of the money, 
and looked again at the picture — was there no pleas- 
ure in being a poor man ? Now, you luive notliing 
to do but to walk into Colnaghi’s, and buy a wilder- 
ness of Lionardos. Yet do you ? 

“ Then, do you remember our pleasant walks to 
Enfield, and Potter’s bar, and Waltham, when we 
had a holyday — holydays and all other fun arc gone 
now we are rich— and the little hand-basket in wliich 
I used to deposit our day's fare of savoury cold lamb 
and salad — and how you would pry aljo’nt: at noon- 
tide for some decent house, where we might go in and 
produce our store— only paying for the ale that you 
must call for— -and speculate upon the looks of ‘tlie 
landlady, and whether she was likely to allow us a 
tablecloth— and wish for such another honest hostess 
as Izaak Walton has described many a one on the 
pleasant banks of the Lea, when he went a-fishing — 
and sometimes they would prove obliging (aiough, and 
soinetimes they would look grudgingly upon us — but 
we had cheerful looks still for one another, and would 
eat om plain food savourily, scarcely grudging Piscator 
his Trout Hall? _Now~when we go out a day’s 
pleasuring, which is seldom, moreover, we ride part 
of the way, and go into a fine inn, and order the liest 
of dinners, never debating the expense— which, after 
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all, never has half the relish of those chance country 
snaps, when we were at the mercy of uncertain usage, 
and a precarious welcome. 

You are too proud to see a play anywhere now 
but in the pit. Do you remember where it was we 
used to sit, when we saw the battle of Hexham, and 
the Surrender of Calais, and Bannister and Mrs. Bland 
in the Children in the Wood — when we squeezed out 
our shillings a-piece to sit three or four times in a 
season in the one-shilling gallery — ^where you felt aU 
the time that you ought not to have brought me — 
and more strongly I felt obligation to you for having 
brought me — and the pleasure was the better for a 
little shame — and when the curtain drew up, what 
cared we for our place in the house, or what mattered 
it where we were sitting, when our thoughts were 
with Rosalind in Arden, or with Viola at the Court of 
Illyria ? You used to say that the Gallery was the 
best place of all for enjoying a play socially — that the 
relisli of such exhibitions must be in proportion to the 
infrequency of going— that the company we met there, 
not being in general readers of plays, were obliged to 
attend the more, and did attend to what was going 
on on the stage — because a word lost would have 
been a chasm, which it was impossible for them to fill 
up. With such reflections we consoled our pride then 
—and I appeal to you whether, as a woman, I met 
generally with less attention and accommodation than 
I have done since in more expensive situations in the 
house ? The getting in, indeed, and the crowding 
up those inconvenient staircases, was bad enough — 
l}ut there was still a law of civility to woman recog- 
nized to quite as great an extent as we ever found in 
the other passages— and how a little difficulty over- 
come heightened the snug seat and the play, after- 
wards 1 Now we can only pay our money and walk 
in. You cannot see, you say, in the galleries now. 
I am sure we saw, and heard too, well enough 
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then-~but sight, and all, I think, is gone with our 

poverty. 

'' There was pleasure in eating strawberries, before 
they became quite common — in the first dish of peas, 
while they were yet dear — to have th(3m for a nice 
supper, a treat. Wliat treat can we have now ? If 
we were to treat ourselves now— that is, to have 
dainties a little above our means, it would bo selfish 
and wicked. It is the very little more that we allow 
ourselves beyond what the actual poor can get at, 
that makes what I call a treat—when two ])eople, . 
living together as we have done, now and then in- 
dulge themselves in a cheap luxury,^ which botli like ; 
while each apologizes, and is willing to take l:)oth 
halves of the blame to his single share. I see no harm 
in people making much of themselves, in that smise 
of the word. It may give them a hint how to mak(i 
much of others. But now— what I mean by th(3 word 
— ^we never do make much of ourselv(3S. None l)iit 
the poor can do.it. I do not mean the veriest poor of 
all, but persons as we were, just al)0V(3 povtudiy. 

I know what you were going to say, that it is 
mighty pleasant at the end of tlu3 yt^ar to make all 
meet, — and much ado we used to liave every 'rhirty- 
flrst Night of December to account for our tixceedings 
— ^many a long face did you make over your |)uzzled 
accounts, and in contriving to mtike it, otfi how we 
had spent so much— or tlxat we had not spmit so mu(di 
— or that it was impossible we should spend so rnucli 
next year — and still we found our slcmliT caj)ital 
decreasing — hut then, —betwixt wa,ys, and proj(*cts, 
and compromises of one sort or andtlK^r, and talk of 
curtailing this charge, and doing withotit that for the 
future— and the hope that youth brings, and langli- 
ing spirits (in which you were never poor till now), 
we pocketed up our loss, and in conclusion, with 
* lusty brimmers ' (as you used to quote it out of 
hearty cheerful Mr. Cotton, as you called him), we 
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used to welcome in the ‘ coming giiest.’ Now we have 
no reckoning at all at the end of the old year— no 
flattering promises about the new year doing better 
for us.” 

Bridget is so sparing of her speech on most occa- 
sions, that when she gets into a rhetorical vein, I am 
careful how I interrupt it. I could not help, however, 
smiling at the phantom of wealth which her dear 
imagination had conjured up out of a clear income of 

poor hundred pounds a year. " It is true we 

were happier when we were poorer, but we were also 
younger, my cousin. I am afraid we must put up 
with the excess, for if we were to shake the superflux 
into the .sea, we should not much mend ourselves. 
That we had much to struggle with, as we grew up 
together, we have reason to be most thankful. It 
strengthened and knit our compact closer. We could 
never have been what we have been to each other, if 
we hacl always had the sufficiency which you now 
complain of. The resisting power— those natural 
dilations of the youthful spirit, which circumstances 
cannot straiten — ^with us are long since passed away. 
Comptcnce to age is supplementary youth, a sorry 
supplement indeed, but I fear the best that is to be 
had. We must ride where we formerly walked : live 
better and lie softer — and shall be wise to do so — 
than we had means to do in those good old days you 
speak of. Yet could those days return — could you 
and I once more walk our thirty miles a day — coifld 
Bannister and Mrs. Bland again be young, and you 
and I be young to see them — could the good old one- 
shilling gallery days return — they are dreams, my 
cousin, now-— but could you and I at this moment, 
instead of this quiet argument, by our well-carpeted 
fireside, sitting on this luxurious sofa — ^be once more 
struggling up those inconvenient staircases, pushed 
about, and squeezed, and "elbowed by the poorest 
rabble of poor gallery scramblers — could I once more 
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hear those anxious shrieks of yours— and the delicious 
Thank God, we are safe, which always followed when 
the topmost stair, conquered, let in the first light of 
the whole cheerful theatre down beneath us— I know 
not the fathom line that ever touched a descemt so 
deep as I would be willing to bury more wealth in than 
Creesus had, or the great Jew R— is siqiposed to 
have, to purchase it. And now do just look at that 
merry little Chinese waiter holding an urnlirclla, l;)ig 
enough for a bed-tester, over the liead of that prertty 
insipid half Madonna-ish chit of a lady in that very 
blue summer-house/' 
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My Books 

Sitting, last winter, among my books, and walled 
round with all the comfort and protection which they 
and my fireside could afford me ; to wit, a table of 
high-piled books at my back, my writing-desk on one 
side of me, some shelves on the other, and the feeling 
of the warm fire at my feet ; I began to consider how 
I loved the authors of those books,— how I loved them, 
too, not only for the imaginative pleasures they 
afforded me, but for their making me love the very 
books themselves, and delight to be in contact with 
them* I looked sideways at my Spenser, my Theoc- 
ritus, and my Arabian Nights ; then above them at 
my Italian poets ; then behind me at my Dryden and 
Pope, my romances, and my Boccaccio ; then on my 
left side at my Cha^tcer, who lay on a writing-desk ; 
and thought how natural it was in C. L. to give a kiss 
to an old folio, as I once saw him do to Chapman*s 
Homer. At the same time I wondered how he could 
sit in that front room of his with nothing but a few 
unfeeling tables and chairs, or at best a few engravings 
in trim frames, instead of putting a couple of arm- 
chairs into the back-room with the books in it, where 
there is but one window. Would I were there, with 
l)Oth the chairs properly filled, and one or two more 
besides ! We had tme, sir,*' — the only talk capable 
of making one forget the books. 

I entrench myself in my books equally against 

(a, 670) 1^9 9 
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sorrow and the weather. If the wind comes through 
a passage, I look about to see how I can fence it oh 
by a better disposition of my movables ; if a melan- 
choly thought is importunate, I give another glance 
at my Spenser. When I speak of being in contact 
with my books, I mean it literally. I like to lean my 
head against them. Living in a southern climate, 
though in a part sufficiently northern to feel the 
winter, I was obliged, during that season, to take some 
of the books out of the study, and hang them up near 
the fireplace in the sitting-room, which is the only 
room that has such a convenience. I therefore walled 
myself in, as well as I could, in the manner above 
mentioned. I took a walk every day, to tlu:^ astonish- 
ment of the Genoese, wlio usecl to huddle against a 
piece of sunny wall, like flies on a (diimney“pi(H:e ; l,)ut 
I did this only that I might so much the more enjoy 
my English evening. The fin:‘ was a wood lirt* inst<ua(l 
of a coal ; but I imagined myself in tlu^ country. I 
remember at the very worst that ont^ end of my na.tivc 
land was not nearer tlie other than England is to Italy. 

While writing this article I am in my study again. 
Like the rooms in all housts in this country which are 
not hovels, it is handsome and ornariKuited. On one 
side it looks towards a garden and tlie mountains ; on 
another to the mountains and the sea. What signifles 
all tliis ? I turn my l:)ac]v upon tlu^ sea ; I shut up 
even one of the side windows looking u|)on tla^ moun- 
tains, and retain no prospect but that of the trtM^s. On 
the right and left of me are l:)ook-slieIvcs ; a bookcase 
is affectionately open in front of uk* ; and thus kinclly 
enclosed with my books and the green leavers, I write. 
If all this is too luxurious and effeminate, of all 
luxuries it is the one that leaves you the most strcaigth. 
And this is to be said for schohirship in gtmeral It 
unfits a man for activity, for his bodily part in the 
world ; but it often doubles botli the power and tluj 
sense of his mental duties ; and with much indigna- 
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tion against his body, and more against those who 
tyrannize over the intellectual claims of mankind, the 
man of letters, like the magician of old, is prepared 
'' to play the devil '' with the great men of this world, 
in a style that astonishes both the sword and the toga. 

I do not like this fine large study. I like elegance. 
I like room to breathe in, and even walk about, when 
I want to breathe and walk about. I like a great 
library next my study ; but for the study itself, give 
me a small snug place, almost entirely walled with 
books. There should be only one window in it, look- 
ing upon trees. Some prefer a place with few or no 
books at all — nothing but a chair or a table, like 
Epictetus ; but I should say that these were philoso- 
phers, not lovers of books, if I did not recollect that 
Montaigne was both. He had a study in a round 
tower, walled as aforesaid. It is true, one forgets one's 
books while writing'— at least they say so. For my 
part, I think I have them in a sort of sidelong mind's- 
eye ; like a second thought, which is none — like a 
waterfall or a whispering wind. 

I dislike a grand library to study in. I mean an 
immense apartment, with books all in Museum order, 
especially wire-safed, I say nothing against the 
Museum itself, or public libraries. They are capital 

f laces to go to, but not to sit iir ; and talking of this, 
hate to read in public, and in strange company, The 
jealous silence ; the dissatisfied looks of the mes- 
sengers ; the inability to help yourself ; the not 
knowing whether you really ought to trouble the 
messengers, mxxch less the gmilmnan in black, or 
brown, who is, perhaps, half a trustee ; with a variety 
of other iarrings between privacy and publicity, pre- 
vent one vS settling heartily to work. They say they 
manage these things better in France ; " and I dare 
vsay they do ; but I think I should feel still more 
trait in France, in spite of the benevolence of the 
servitors, and the generous profusion of pen, ink, and 
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paper. I should feel as if I were doing nothing but 
interchanging amenities with polite writers. 

A grand private library, which the master of the 
house also makes his study, never looks to me like a 
real place of books, much less of authorsiiip. I cannot 
take kindly to it. It is certainly not out of envy ; for 
three parts of the books arc generally trasli, and I can 
seldom think of the rest and the proprietor togt'ther 
It reminds me of a line gentleman, of a collector, of a 
patron, of Gil Bias and the Marquis of Marialv:i ; of 
anything but genius and comfort. I liave a particular 
hatred of a round table (not the. Round Tal>le, for that 
was a dmmg one) covered and irradiated with l>ooks, 
and never met with one in the homso of a devfw man 
but once. It is the rew'rse of Montaigiui’s Round 
lower. Instead of bringing the books arouiul you, 
they all seem turning another way, and eluding your 
Juincls. ’ 


Conscious of iny_ iwopriety .and comfort in these 
iHcittcrs, 1 ttike an interest in tlui bookcasc^s as \vt‘ll <is 
the books of my friends. I long to meddle and dis- 
pose them after my own notions. When they sec this 
confession, they will acknowledge the virtue I have 
practised. I believe I did mention liis book-room to 
C. L., and I think he told me that he often stit there 
when alone. It would be hard not to believe him. 
His library, though not abounding in Greek or Latin 
(wliich are the only things to help .some persons to an 
1 anything but superficial. The 

depth of philosophy and poetry are there, the inner- 
most passage.s of the human heart. It has some Latin 
too. It has also a handsome contempt for appearance, 
it looks like what it is, a selection made at precious 
intervals from the book-stalls now a Clmucer at nine 
f T ^ Montaigne or a Sir Thomas 
Browne at two shilhngs ; now a Jeremy Taylor ; a 
Spinoza ; an old Engli.sh Dramatist, Prior, and Sir 
1 iiiup Sidney j and the books are " neat as imported.’* 
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The very perusal of the backs is a "discipline of 
humanity T^^ere Mr. Southey takes his place again 
with an old Radical friend : there Jeremy Collier is at 
peace with Dryden : there the lion, Martin Luther. 

doyn with the Quaker lamb, SeweU : there Guz- 
man d Alfaraclie thinks himself fit company for Sir 
Charles Grandison, and has his claims admitted. Even 
the high fantastical'^ Duchess of Newcastle, with 
her lauiel on her head, is received with grave honours, 
and not the less for declining to trouble herself with 
the consatutions of her maids. There is an approach 
to this m the library of W. C., who also includes Italian 
among his humanities. W. H., I believe, has no books 
except Mine ; but he has Shakespeare and Rousseau 
by heart. N. who, though not a book-man by pro- 
fession, IS fond of those who are, and who loves his 
volume enough to read it across the fields, has his 
library in the^ common sitting-room, which is hospi- 
table. H. R. s books are all too modem and finely 
bound., which, however, is not his fault, for thev were 
left him by will,— not the most kindly act of the 
testator. Suppose a man were to bequeath us a great 
japan chest three feet by four, with an injunction that 
It was always to stand on the tea-table. I remember 
borrowing a book of H. R., which, having lost, I re- 
pLmed with a copy equally well bound. I am not sure 
I should have been in such a haste, even to return the 
■book, had it been a common-looking volume ; but 
the splpdour of the loss dazzled me into this ostenta- 
tious piece of propriety. I set about restoring it as if 
i had diminished his fortunes, and waived the privilege 
a friend has to use a man's things as hi$ own. I may 
venture upon this ultra-liberal theory, not only be- 
cause candour compels me to say that I hold it to a 
greater extent, with Montaigne, but because I have 
been a meek son in the family of book-losers. I may 
affirm, upon a moderate calculation, that I have lent 
and lost in my time (and I am eight-and-thirty,) 
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half a dozen decent-sized libraries, — I mean books 
enough to fill so many ordinary bookcases. I have 
never complained ; and self-love, as well as gratitude, 
makes me love those who do not complain of me. 

I own I bon-ow books with as much facility as I 
lend. I cannot see a work that interests me on 
another person’s shelf, without a wish to carry it off ; 
but, I repeat, that I have been much more sinned 
against than sinning in the article of non-return ; and 
am scrupulous in the article of intention. I never had 
a felonious intent upon a Ijook but once ; and then I 
shall only say, it was under circumstances .so ]>ecnliar, 
that I cannot but look upon tlie. conscience, that in- 
duced me to restore it, as having sacxificetl the spirit 
of its very self to the hitter ; and 1 have a grudge 
against it accordingly. Some peoide are unwilling to 
lend their books. 1 have a special grudge against 
them, particularly those who accompany their un- 
willingness with uneasy professions to the contrary, 
and smiles like Sir Fretful Plagiary. The friend who 
helped to spoil my notions of property, or rather to 
make them too good for the world “ as it goes," taught 
me also to undervalue my squeamishness in refusing 
to avail myself of the books of these, gentlemen. He 
showed me how it was doing good to tdl parties to put 
an ordinary face on the matter; though I know his 
own blushed not a little sometimes in doing it, even 
when the good to be done was for another. * I feel, in 
truth, that even when anger inclines me to exercise 
tins privilege of philosophy, it is more out of revenge 
than contempt. I fear that in allowing myself to 
borrow books, I sometimes make extremes meet in a 
very smral manner, and do it out of a rofmed revenue. 
It IS like eating a miser’s beef at him. 

I yield to none in my love of bookstall urbanity. I 
have spent as happy moments over the stalls as any 
literary apprentice boy who ought to be moving on- 
wards. But I confess my weakness in liking to see 



MY BOOKS 135 

some of my favourite purchases neatly bound. The 
books I like to have about me most are— Spenser 
Chaucer the minor poems of Milton, the AraUan 
iVig-Z/fe, Iheocritus, Ariosto, and such old good-natured 
speculations as Plutarch’s Morals. For most of these 
I like a plain, good, old binding, never mind how old, 
provided it wears well ; but my Arabian Nights may 
be bound in as fine and flowery a style as possible, and 
I should love an engraving to every dozen pages. 
Book-prints of all sorts, bad and good, take with me 
as much as when I was a child ; and I think some 
books, such as Prior’s Poems, ought always to have 
portraits of the authors. Prior’s airy face with his 
cap on is like having his company. From early asso- 
ciation, no edition of Milton pleases me so much as 
that in which there are pictures of the Devil with brute 
ears, dressed like a Roman General : nor of Bunyan, 
as the one containing the print of the Valley of the 
Shadow of Death, with the Devil whispering in Chris- 
tian’s ear, or old Pope by the wayside, and 

“ Vanity Fair, 

With the Pilgrims suffering there.” 

I delight in the recollection of the puzzle I used to have 
with the frontispiece of the Tale of a Tub, of my real 
horror at the sight of that crawling old man, repre- 
senting Avarice, at the beginning of Enfield’s Speaker . 
the Looking-Glass, or some such book ; and even of the 
careless school-boy hats, and the prim stomachers and 
cottage bonnets, of such golden-age antiquities as the 
Village ScJtool. The oldest and most worn-out wood- 
cut, representing King Pippin, Goody Two Shoes, or 
the grim Soldan, sitting with three staring blots for his 
eyes and mouth, his sceptre in one hand, and his other 
five fingers raised and spread in admiration at the 
feats of the Gallant London ’Prentice, cannot excite in 
me a feeling of ingratitude. Cooke’s edition of the 
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British Pods and Novdisis carac out when I was at 
school : for which reason I ucvot could put up with 
Suttaby’s or Wsilker’s publications, except in the 
case of such works as tlie Fairy 'Faks, wliich Mr. Cooke 
did not publish. Besides, they are too cramped, thick, 
and mercenary ; and the lectures arc; all frontispieces! 
They do not come in at the proper places. Cooke 
realized the old woman's beau ideal of a i>i">-.V'<-'r-book, 
— “ A little book, with a groat deal of matlor, and a 
large type : ” — ^for the type was really large for so 
small a volume. Shall I ever forget liis Collins ancl 
his Gray, books at once so " sniJcrbly ornamented ” 
and so inconceivably cheap ? Si.xpeucc could procure 
much before ; but never could it i)rocurt> so mueli as 
then, or was at once .so much rcs|x'.cted, and so little 
cared for. His artist Kirk was tlici Ijcst artist, except 
Stothard, that ever dosiginxl for periodic:U works ; 
and I will venture to add (if his name rightly :in- 
nounces his country) the Ixjst artist Scotland' ever 
produced, except Wilkie, but he unfortunately liad not 
enough of his country in him to ketip him from dying 
young. His designs for Milton and the Arabian 
Nights, his female extricated from the water in the 
Tales of the Genii, and Ins old hag issuing out of the 
chest of the Merchant Abadah in the same book, are 
before me now, as vividly as they were tlum. I h^ jsos- 
sessed elegance and the sense of 'beauty in no ordinary 
degree ; though they sometimes played a trick or so 
of foppery. I .shall never forget the gratitude with 
which I received an odd numlicr of Akenside, value 
sixpence, one of the set of that poet, whicli a Imanler 
distributed among three or four of us, “ witli his 
mother's compliments." The present might hiive 
been more lavish, but I hardly thought of that. I 
remember my number. It was the one in which there 
IS a picture of the poet on a sofa, with Cupid coming 
to him, and the words underneath, “ Tempt me no 
more, insidious love 1 " The picture ancl the number 
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appeared to me equally divine. I cannot help think- 
ing to this day, that it is right and natural in a gentle- 
man to sit in a stage dress, on that particular kind of 
sofa, though on no other, with that exclusive hat and 
feathers on his head, telling Cupid to begone with a 
tragic air. 

Hove an author the more for having been himself a 
lover of books. The idea of an ancient library per- 
plexes our sympathy by its map-like volumes, rolled 
upon cylinders. Our imagination cannot take kindly 
to a yard of wit, or to thirty inches of moral observa- 
tion, rolled out like linen in a draper’s shop. But we 
conceive of Plato as of a lover of books ; of Aristotle 
certainly ; of Plutarch, Pliny, Horace, Julian, and 
Marcus Aurelius. Virgil, too, must have been one ; 
and, after a fashion, Martial. May I confess, that the 
joassage which I recollect with the greatest pleasure in 
Cicero, is where he says that books delight us at home, 
and are no impediment abroad ; travel with us, ruralize 
with us. I-Iis period is rounded off to some purpose : 
“ Dcloctant donii, non impediunt foris ; peregrinantur , 
rusticantur,’’ I am so much of this opinion that I 
do not care to be anywhere without having a book 
or books at hand, and like Dr. Orkborne, in the novel 
of Camilla, stuff the coach or post-chaise with them 
wheirever I travel. As books, however, become 
ancient, the love of them becomes more unequivocal 
and conspicuous. The ancients had little of what 
wci call learning. They made it. They were also no 
very eminent buyers of books — they made books for 
po.sterity. It is true, that it is not at all necessary 
to love many books, in order to love them much. The 
scholar, in Chaucer, who would rather have 

"At his beddes head 

A twenty bokes, clothed, in black and red. 

Of Aristotle and his philosophy. 

Than robds rich, or fiddle, or psaltrie,— ” 



138 LEIGH HUNT 

doubtless beat all our modern collectors in his passion 
for reading ; but books must at least exist, and have 
acquired an eminence, before their lovers can make 
themselves known. There must ho a possession, also, 
to perfect the communion ; and the mere contact is 
much, even when our mistress speaks an unknown 
language. Dante puts Homer, the great ancient, in 
his Elysium upon trust ; but a few years afterwards, 
Homer, the book, made its appearance in Italy, and 
Petrarch, in a transport, put it upon his l)ook-shelves, 
where he adored it, like “ the unknown God/’ Pe- 
trarch ought to be the god of the bibliomaniacs, for he 
was a collector and a man of genius, which is a nnion 
that does not often happen. He copied out, with his 
own precious hand, the manxiscripts he resciu'd from 
time, and then produced others for time to reverence. 
With his head upon a book he died, Boccaccio, his 
. friend, was another ; nor can one look upon th(‘ lorigxist 
and most tiresome works lie wrote (for he did write 
some tiresome ones, in spite of tlie giiiety of his De- 
cameron), without thinking, that in that resuscitation 
of the world of letters it must have been natural to a 
man of genius to add to the existing stock of volumes, 
at whatsoever price. I always iiitch my compkrfcest 
idea of a lover of books, eitlier in those dark ages, as 
they are called, 

Cui cieco a torto il cieco volgo appoila™” 

or in the gay town days of Charles IL, or a little aftcu*- 
wards. In both times the portrait comes out by 
force of contrast. In the first, I imagine an age of 
iron warfare and energy, with solitary retreats, in 
which the monk or the hooded scholar walks forth to 
meditate, liis precious volume under his arm. In tlu^ 
other, I have a triumphant example of the power of 
books and wit to contest the victory with sensutd 
pleasure : — Rochester, staggering home to pen a satire 
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in the style of Monsieur Boileau ; Butler, cramming 
lais jolly duodecimo with all the learning that he 
laughed at ; and a new race of book poets come up, 
who, in spite of their periwigs and petit-maitres, talk 
as romantically of the bays,'' as if they were priests 
of Delphos. It was a victorious thing in books to 
beguile even the old French of their egotism, or at 
least to share it with them. Nature never pretended 
to do as much. And here is the difference between 
the two ages, or between any two ages in which genius 
and art predominate. In the one, books are loved 
because they are the records of Nature and her 
energies ; in the other, because they are the records 
of those I'ecords, or evidences of the importance of 
the individuals, and proofs of our descent in the new 
imperishable aristocracy. This is the reason why 
rank (with few exceptions) is so jealous of literature, 
and loves to appropriate or withhold the honours of 
it, as if they were so many toys and ribbons, like its 
own. It has an instinct that the two pretensions 
are incompatible. When Montaigne (a real lover of 
books) affected the order of vSt. Michael, and pleased 
himself with possessing that fugitive little piece of 
importance, he did it because he would pretend to be 
above nothing that he really felt, or that was felt by 
men in genercil ; but at the same time he vindicated 
his natural superiority over this weakness by praising 
and loving all higher and lasting things, and by plac- 
ing his best glory in doing homage to the geniuses that 
had gone before him. He did not endeavour to think 
that an immortal renown was a fashion, like that of 
the cut of his scarf ; or that by undervaluing the one, 
he should go shining clown to posterity in the other, 
perpetual lord of Montaigne and of the ascendant. 

There is a period of modern times, at which the love 
of books appears to have been of a more decided nature 
than at either of these — I mean the age just before and 
after the Reformation, or rather all that period when 
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book-writing was confined to the learned languages 
Erasmus is the god of it. Bacon, a mighty bookman 
saw, among his other sights, the great advantage of 
loosening the vernacular tongue, and wrote both T.atiu 
and English. I allow this is the greatest closeted ago 
of books ; of old scholars sitting in dusty studicis ; of 
heaps of illustiious obsciire/' rcviidoring tluHiiselves 
more illustrious and more obscure by ridrealiug from 
the “ thorny queaches " of Dutch aiid German names 
into the “ vacant iiitcrliinar caves ” of airpellations 
latinized or tianslatcd. I tliiiik I see all their volumes 
now, filling the shelvces of a dozen German (Convents 
fhe authors are bearded men, sitting in old woodcuts’ 
111 caps and gowns, and their books an; dtHlii-al:ed to 
princes and statesmen, as illustrious as tluunselvc's 
My old friend Wierus, who wrote a tliick book, 
Fmshgus Deemonum, was one of them, and had a 
fancy worthy of his sedentary stomach. I will con- 
fess, once for all, that I have a liking for tliein all. It 
is my link with the biblioniania.es, whom I admit into 
our .relationship, because my love is large;, anil my 
family pride nothing. But still I take my idea eSf 
books read with a gusto, of comiianions for bed and 
board, from the two ages before mentioned. '(.'Ik; other 
IS of too bookworm a description. There must lie both 
a judgment and a fervour ; a discrimination and a 
boyish eagerness ; and (with all due humility) some- 
thing of a point of contact between autliors worth 
reading and the reader. How can I take Juvenal into 
the fie ds, or Valcarenghius’ De Aortat Anetimmata to 
bed with me ? How could I expect to walk before the 
face of nature with the one ; to tire my (dliow iiroiK'riy 
with the other, before I put out my candle, and turn 
round deliciously on the right side ? Or how could I 
upoii Littleton against something on the 
dinner-table, and be divided between a fresh para- 
graph and a mouthful of salad ? * 

I take our four great English poets to have all been 
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fond of reading. Milton and Chaucer proclaim them- 
selves for hard sitters at books. Spenser’s reading is 
evident by his learning ; and if there was nothing else 
to show for it m Shakespeare, his retiring to his native 
town, long before old age, would be a proof of it. It 
is impossible for a man to live in solitude without such 
assistmice, unless he is a metaphysician or mathe- 
matician, or the dullest of mankind ; and any country 
town would be solitude to Shakespeare, after the 
bustle of a metropolis and a theatre. Doubtless he 
divided his time between his books, and his bowling- 
green, and his daughter Susanna. It is pretty certain, 
also, that he planted, and rode on horseback ; and 
there is evidence of all sorts to make it clear, tlrat he 
must have occasionally joked with the blacksmith, 
and stood godfather for his neighbours’ children. 
Chaucer’s account of himself must be quoted, for the 
delight and sympathy of all true readers : — 

“ And as for mo, though that I can but lite. 

On baok6,s for to rede I me delite. 

And to hem yeve I faith and full credence. 

And in mine herte have hem in reverence 
So hertfily, that there is gam^ none. 

That fro my bookds maketh me to gone. 

But it is seldomc on the holy dale ; 

Save certainly whan that the month of May 
Is comen, and that I hear the foulSs sing, 

And that the llourds ginnen for to spring. 
Farewell ray booko and my .devocibn.” 

The Legend of Good Women. 

And again, in the second book of his Rouse of Fame, 
where the eagle addresses him : — 

" Thou wilt make 

At night full f)ft thine head to ake. 

And in thy study as thou writest, 

And evermore of Love enditest. 



143 


LEIGH HUNT 

In honour of liim and his praisings, 

And in his folkes furtherings, 

And in his matter all dovisest, 

And not him ne his folke despisest, 

Although thou mayest go in the daiinse 
Of hem, that him list not advance, 

Therefore as I said, ywis, 

Jupiter considreth well this. 

And also, beausire, of otluir things ; 

That is, then hast no tidings 
Of Lov^s folke, if they be glade, 

Ne of nothing else that God made, 

And not only fro ferre coiintnH>, 

But no tidings commen to thee, 

Not of thy very neighbouris, 

That dweilen alniost at thy dor(is ; 

Thou hearest neither that ne this, 

For whan thy labour all done is, 

And hast made aJl tliy rek<‘nings, 

Instead of rest and of new things, 

Thou goest home to tliinc lionsc anont‘, 

And all so dombe avS aiiie stone, 

Thori sittest at anotlicu’ booJctJ, 

Till fully daxed is thy looke," 

After I think of the bookislmess of CliauccT and Mil- 
ton, I always make a great leap to Prior and Fcuiton. 
Prior was first noticed, when a boy, by Lord Dorset, 
sitting in his uncle's ta.veni, and reading Horace, Ho 
describes himself, years after, whcni Secretary of Em- 
bassy at the Hague, as taking the same atithor with 
him in the Saturday's cliaise, in whicli hc^ and his mis- 
tress used to escape from town cares into the country, 
to the admiration of Dutch beholdt^rs. Fenton was a 
martyr to contented sdiolarship (including a sirloin 
and a bottle of wine), and died among lii.s books, of 
inactivity, He rose late," says Johnson, and when 
he had risen, sat down to his books and papers*" A 
woman that once waited on him in a lodging, told him, 
as she said, that he would " lici a-bed and be fed with 
a spoon," He must have had an enviable liver, if he 
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was happy. I must own (if my conscience would let 
me), that I should like to lead, half the year, just such 
a life (woman included, though not that woman) the 
other half being passed in the fields and woods, with a 
cottage just big enough to hold us. Dacier and his 
wife had a pleasant time of it ; both fond of books, 
both scholars, both amiable, both wrapt up in the 
ancient world, and helping one another at their tasks. 
If they were not happy, matrimony would be a rule 
even without an exception. Pope does not strike me 
as being a bookman; he was curious rather than 
enthusiastic ; more nice than wise ; he dabbled in 
modern Latin poetry, which is a bad symptom. 
Swift wtis decidedly a reader ; the Tale of a Tiib, in 
its fashion as well as substance, is the work of a 
scholarly wit ; the Battle of Books is the fancy of a 
lover of libraries. Addison and Steele were too much 
given up to Button’s and the town. Periodical writ- 
ing. though its demands seem otherwise, is not favour- 
able to reading ; it becomes too much a matter of 
business, and will either be attended to at the expense 
of the w'l'iter’s books, or books, the very admonishers 
of his industry, will make him idle. Besides, a periodi- 
cal work, to be suitable to its character, and warrant 
its regular recurrence, must involve something of 
a gossiping nature, and proceed upon experiences 
familiar to the existing community, or at least likely 
to be received by them in consequence of some pre- 
vious tinge of inclination. You do not pay weekly 
visits to your friends to lecture them, whatever good 
you may do_ their minds. There will be something 
compulsory in reading the Ramblers, as there is in 
going to church. Addison and Steele undertook to 
regulate the minor morals of* society, and effected a 
world of good, with which scholarship had little to do. 
'Gray was a bookman ; he wished to be always lying 
■on sofas, reading “ eternal new novels of Crebilloni and 
Marivaux.” This is a true hand. The elaborate and 
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scientific look of the rest of his ren,(ling was owing to 
the necessity of emjfioying himsidf : he had not health 
and spirits for the literary v(duptuoiisuess he desired. 
Collins, for the same reason, (amid not eniiiloy him- 
self ; he was obliged to dream over Ara bian tales, to 
let the light of thci sn])ernatnral world ImU' in uiron his 
eyes. “ He loved,” as Johnson sa,\’s (in that strain of 
music, inspired by tenderness), “ fairies, genii, giants, 
and monsters ; he delighted to irove through the 
meander's of enchaixtment, to gazi^ on the magnificence 
of golden ixalaces, to rcipose by the waterfalls of 
Elysiau gardens.” If Collins Iiaxl had a. better con- 
stitution, 1 do not beli(;vt.! Hurt he would have* written 
his projected wrxrk upon the Ri'Hiontlion of LitercUim, 
fit as he was by sdiolarship for the task, liul he woukl 
have been the. greatest poet sineir the days of Milton. 
If his friend Thomns Warton liad lunl a little more of 
his delicacy of orgaadisation, the love of Imoks would 
almost have madrr him a poc;t. His edifiou of Hie 
minor poems of Milton is a wilderness of sweets. It is 
the only one in whidr a true lovt'r of tlu! original can 
pardon an exuberance of anuotaf ion ; Hiongh 1 con- 
fess I am inclined enough to pardon any n'otes that 
resemble it, however numerous. 'I'h'e “ Imildcd 
rhyme” stands at the top of the page, like a fair 
edifice, with all sorts of (lowers and fresli waters a;t its 
foot. The young poet livt's tlrere, served by the 
nymphs and fauns. 

" Hinc atquc hinc glomerantur fire, -ides. 

Hue adcs, o formo.se puer ; Hlti lilia jilenis 
Ecce feruiit nymphie enlidliis ; Hid eanditla Nais 
Pallente.s violas et summa paptivera earptins, 
Narcisaum et tlorem jiingit bwu! ulcntLs anidlii.” 

Among the old writers I must not forget Hen fonson 
and Donne. Cowley lias bw;n already mentioned. His 
boyish love of books, like all the otlier iudinations of 
Ins early life, stuck to him to the last, which is the 
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greatest reward of virtue. I would mention Izaak 
Walton, if I had not a grudge against him. His 
brother fishermen, the divines. Were also great fishers 
of books. I have a grudge against them and their 
divinity. They talked much of the devil and divine 
right, and yet forgot what Shakespeare says of the 
devil's friend Nero, that he is an angler in the lake 
of darkness." Selden was called the walking library 
of our nation." It is not the pleasantest idea of him ; 
but the library included poetry, and wit, as well as 
heraldry and the Jewish doctors. His Table Talk is 
equally pithy and pleasant, and truly worthy of the 
name, for it implies other speakers. Indeed, it was 
actually what it is called, and treasured up by his 
friends, Selden wrote complimentary verses to his 
frieirds the poets, and a commentary on Drayton's 
Polyolbion. Drayton was himself a reader, addicted 
to all the luxuries of scholarship. Chapman sat among 
his books, like an astrologer among his spheres and 
altitudes. 

How pleasant it is to reflect, that all those lovers of 
books have themselves become books ! What better 
metamorphosis could Pythagoras have desired ? How 
Ovid and Horace exulted in anticipating theirs ! And 
how the world have justified their exultation ! They 
had a right to triumph over brass and marble. It is 
the only visible change which changes no farther; 
which generates and yet is not destroyed. Consider : 
mines themselves are exhausted ; cities perish ; king- 
doms are swept away, and man weeps with indignation 
to think that his own body is not immortal. 

Muoiono le citt^, muoiono i regni, 

E r uom d* esser mortal par che si sdegni." 

Yet this little body of thought, that lies before me 
in the shape of a book, has existed thousands of years, 
nor since the invention of the press can anything short 
(2,676) 10 
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of an universal convulsion of nature abolish it. To a 
shape like this, so small, yet so cornprelicnsive, so slight 
yet so lasting, so iiiBignilicant yi^t so v(‘ncral)le, turns 
the mighty activity of Horner, and so turning, is 
enabled to live and warm us for To a sliapc like 

this turns the placid sage^ of Acadernus : to a sliape 
like this the grandeur of Milton, tlu^ exiil,)er;mcc of 
Spenser, the pungent elegance of Po|)(a a,m,l the vola- 
tility of Prior. In one small room , like tl le compressed 
spirits of Milton, can Ixi gatliered i:ogtdhc‘r 

** The assembled souls of all tlial; men lu'ld wise.’' 

May I hope to become the meanest of tlu*st* existtuices? 
This is a question which cjvau'y author who is a lovrr 
of books asks himself some time in his lift* ; and winch 
must be pardoned, bc^cause it cannot lH‘i{)tH]. I 
know not. I cannot exclaim witli ilm pool , 

** Oh that my name were ninnlxu'M among lluarH, 
Then gladly would I end my mortal liays.” 

For my mortal days, few and fc.teble as the rest, of tiieni 
may be, are of consequence to otliers. But I should 
like to remain visible in this sluiixx Tlu‘ lit Lie of my- 
self that pleases myself, I could wish to Ixi accountt‘d 
worth pleasing others, I should likt‘ to survives so, 
were it only for the sake of those who lov(^ nw. in 
private, knowing as I do what a tr(;asur<i is the i)os- 
session of a friend's mind wlum he is no inorix At all 
events, nothing whil<.‘ I live and think can (ie|;iriv<? me 
of my value for such treasun‘s. 1 can helf ) ilu^ a|>|)re- 
ciation of them while I last, and kive thmn till 1 di(^ ; 
and perhaps, if fortune turns lu‘r face t)ma^ more in 
kindness upon me before I go, I may dianctg some 
quiet day, to lay my overbeating tenipl(.^s on a book, 
and so have the death I most envy. 



WILLIAM HAZLITT 
On Going a Journey 

One of the pleasantest things in the world is going a 
journey ; but I like to go by myself. I can enjoy 
society in a room ; but out of doors, nature is company 
enough for me. I am then never less alone than when 
alone. 

'' The Eelds his study, nature was his book.’" 

I cannot see the wit of walking and talking at the 
same time. When I am in the country I wish to 
vegetate like the country. I am not for criticizing 
hedgerows and black cattle. I go out of town in 
order to forget the town and all that is in it. There 
are those who for this purpose go to watering-places, 
and carry the metropolis with them. I like more 
elbow-room and fewer encumbrances. I like solitude, 
when I give myself up to it, for the sake of solitude ; 
nor do I ask for 

a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may whisper solitude is sweet.” 

The soul of a journey is liberty, perfect liberty, to 
think, feel, do just as one pleases. We go a journey 
chiefly to be free of all impediments and of all in- 
conveniences ; to leave ourselves behind, much more 
to get rid of others. It is because I want a little 
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breathing-space to muse on indifferent matters, where 
Contemplation 

May plume her feathers and let grow her wings, 

That in the various bustle of resort 

Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impair’d,” 

that I absent myself from the town for a while, with- 
out feeling at a loss the moment I am left by myself. 
Instead of a friend in a post-chaise or in a till)ury, to 
exchange good things with, and vary the same stale 
topics over again, for once let me liave a truce with 
impertinence. Give me the ch^ar blue sky over my 
head, and the green turf beneath my feet, a winding 
road before me, and a three hours’ march to dinner— 
and then to thinking ! It is hard if I cannot start 
some game on those lone heaths, I laugh, I run, I 
leap, I sing for joy. From the point of yonder rolling 
cloud I plunge into my past being, ancl X'cvel there, 
as the sun-burnt Indian plunges headlong into the 
wave that wafts him to his native shore. Then long- 
forgotten things, like sunken wrack and, sumless 
treasuries,” burst upon my eager sight, and I begin 
to feel, think, and be myself again. Instead of an 
awkward silence, broken by attempts at wit or dull 
common-places, mine is that undisturbed silence of 
the heart which alone is perfect eloquence. No one 
likes puns, alliterations, antitheses, argument, and 
analysis better than I do ; but I sometimes had ratlier 
be without them, ” Leave, oh, leave me to my re- 
pose 1 ” I have just now other business in hand, 
whisch would seem idle to you, but is with mo very 
stuff o’ the conscience.” Is not this wild rose sweet 
without a comment ? Does not this daisy leap to my 
heart set in its coat of emerald ? Yet if I were to 
explain to you the circumstance that has so endearexl 
it to me, you would only smile. Had I not better then 
keep it to myself, and let it serve me to brood over, 
from here to yonder craggy point, and from thence 



GOING A JOURNEY 149 

onward to the fax-distant horizon ? I should be but 
bad company all that way, and therefore prefer being 
alone. 1 have heard it said that you may, when the 
moody fit comes on, walk or ride on by yourself, and 
indulge your reveries. But this looks like a breach 
of manners, a neglect of others, and you are thinldng 
all the time that you ought to rejoin your party. 
“ Out upon such half-faced fellowship,” say I. I like 
to be either entirely to myself, or entirely at the dis- 
posal of others ; to talk or be silent, to walk or sit 
still, to be sociable or solitary. I was pleased with an 
observation of Mr. Cobbett’s, that " he thought it a 
bad French castom to drink oxtr wine with our raeds, 
and that an Englishman ought to do only one thing 
at a time.” So I cannot talk and think, or indulge in 
melancholy musing and lively conversation by fits 
and starts. " Lot me have a companion of my way,” 
says Sterne, " were it but to remark how the shadows 
lengthen as the sun declines.” It is beautifully said ; 
but. In my opinion, this continual comparing of notes 
interferes with the involuntary impression of things 
upon the mind, and hurts the sentiment. If you only 
hint what you feel in a kind of dumb show, it is in- 
sipid : if you have to explain it, it is making a toil of 
a pleasure. You cannot read the book of nature with- 
out being perpetually put to the trouble of translating 
it for the benefit of others. I am for the synthetical 
method on a journey in preference to the analytical. 
I am content to lay in a stock of ideas then, and to 
examine and anatomize them afterwards, I want to 
see my vague notions float like the down of the thistle 
before the' breeze, and not to have them entangled in 
the briars and thorns of controversy. For once, I like 
to have it all my own way ; and this is impossible 
unless you are alone, or in such company as I do not 
covet. I have no objection to argue a point with any 
one for twenty miles of measured road, but not for 
pleasure. If you remark the scent of a bean-field 
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crossing the road, perhaps your fellow-traveller has no 
smell. If you point to a distant object, perhaps he is 
short-sighted, and has to take out his glass to look at 
it. There is a feeling in the air, a tone in the colour 
of a cloud, which hits your fancy, but the effect of 
which you are unable to account for. There is then 
no sympathy, but an uneasy craving after it, and a 
di.ssatisfacti6n which pursues you on the way, and in 
the end probably produces ill-humour. Now I never 
quarrel with myself, and take all my own conclusions 
for granted till I find it nect^ssary to defend them 
against objections. It is not merely that yoti may 
not be of accord on the objects and circumstanccis 
that present themselves before you — these may recall 
a number of objects, and lead to associations too deli- 
cate and refined to be possibly communicated to 
others. Yet these I love to cherish, and sometimes 
stiU fondly clutch them, when I can escape from the 
throng to do so. To give way to our feelings before 
company seems extravagance or affectation ; and, 
on the other hand, to have to unravel this mystery of 
our being at every turn, and to make others take an 
equal interest in it (otherwise the end is not answered), 
is a task to which few are competent. We must 
“ give it an understanding, but no tongue.” My old 
Mend Coleridge, however, could do lioth. He could 
go on in the most delightful explanatory way over 
hill and dale, a summer’s day, and convert a landscape 
into a didactic poem or a Pindaric ode. “ He talked 
far above singing.” If I could so clothe my idems in 
sounding and flowing words, I might perhaps wish to 
have some one with me to admire the swelling theme; 
or I could be more content, were it possible for me 
still to hear his echoing voice in the woods of All- 
Foxden. They had ” that fine madnes-s in them 
which our first poets had ” ; and if they could have 
been caught by some rare instrument, would have 
breathed such strains as the following : 
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Here be woods as green 
As any, air likewise as fresh and sweet 
As when smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled stream, with dowers as many 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any ; 
Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells, 
Arbours overgrown with woodbines, caves and dells • 
Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing. 

Or gather rushes to make many a ring 
For thy long fingers ; tell thee tales of love, 

How the pale Phoebe, hunting in a grove. 

First saw the boy Endymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies ; 

How she convey’d him softly in a sleep, 
liis temples bound with poppy, to the steep 
Plead of old Latinos, where she stoops each night, 
Gilding the mountain with her brotlier’s light, 

To l-dss her sweetest/’ 


liad I words and images at command like these, I 
would attempt to wake the thoughts that lie slumber- 
ing on golden ridges in the evening clouds : but at the 
sight of nature my fancy, poor as it is, droops and 
closes up its leaves, like flowers at sunset. I can make 
nothing out on the spot : I must have time to collect 
myself. 

In general, a good thing spoils out-of-door prospects : 
it should be reserved for Table-talk. Lamb is for this 
reason, I take it, the worst company in the world out 
of doors ; because he is the best within. I grant there 
is one subject on which it is pleasant to talk on a 
journey, and that is, what one shall have for supper 
when we get to our inn at night. The open air im- 
proves this sort of conversation or friendly altercation, 
by setting a keener edge on appetite. Every mile of 
the road heightens the flavour of the viands we expect 
at the end of it. How fine it is to enter some old 


town, walled and turreted, just at api>roach of night- 
fall, or to come to some straggling the 

lights streaming through the 
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then, after inquiring for the best entertainment that 
the place affords, to “ take one's ease at one's inn ! " 
These eventful moments in our lives' history are too 
precious, too full of solid, heartfelt happiness to be 
frittered and dribbled away in imperfect sympathy. I 
would have them all to myself, and drain them to the 
last drop ; they will do to talk of or to write about 
afterwards. What a delicate speculation it is, after 
drinking whole goblets of tea — 

'*The cups that cheer, but not inebriate — ” 

and letting the fumes ascend intt) tln^ l)rain, to sit 
considering what we sliall have for sni)p(T— (iggs and a 
rasher, a rabbit smothered in onions, or an {excellent 
veal cutlet I Sancho in such a siiaiation once fixed on 
cow-heel; and his choice, thougdi lit', could not help 
it, is not to be dispmaged. Then, in the intervals 
of pictured scenery and Shandean contemplation, to 
catch the preparation and the stir in the kitchen 
[getting ready for the gentlcmtm in tlxe parlour]. 
Procul, 0 promt este profani ! Tliese liours art^ sacrt?d 
to silence and to musing, to be treasur<xl up in tlie 
memory, and to feed the source of smiling thoughts 
hereafter. I would not waste tluvm in idle talk ; or if 
I must have the integrity of fancy broken in ujxni, I 
would rather it were by a stranger than a friend. A 
stranger takes his hue and character from llie time 
and place ; he is a part of tlie furniturt^ and costume 
of an inn. If he is a Quaker, or from the West Riding 
of Yorkshire, so much the bedten I do not even try 
to sympathize with him, and he lireaks no stiuan^s. 
[How I love to see the camps of the gypsies, and to 
sigh my soul into that sort of life. If 1 expri^ss tliis 
feeling to another, he may qualify and spoil it with 
some objection.] I associate nothing with my travel- 
ling companion but present objects and passing evtaits. 
In his ignorance of me and my affairs, 1 in a manner 
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forget myself. But a friend reminds one of other 
things, rips up old grievances, and destroys the ab- 
straction of the scene. He comes in ungraciously 
between us and our imaginary character. Something 
is dropped in the course of conversation that gives a 
hint of your profession and pursuits ; or from having 
some one with you that knows the less sublime por- 
tions of your history, it seems that other people do. 
You are no longer a citizen of the world ; but your 
“ unhoused free condition is put into circumspection 
and confine.'* The incognito of an inn is one of its 
striking privileges— ' lord of one's self, uncumbered 
with a name." Oh I it is great to shake off the tram- 
mels of the world and of public opinion — to lose our 
importunate, tormenting, everlasting personal identity 
in the elements of nature, and become the creature of 
the moment, clear of all ties — to hold to the universe 
only by a dish of sweetbreads, and to owe nothing but 
the score of the evening — and no longer seeking for 
aj^plansc^ and meeting with contempt, to be known by 
no other title than Urn Gentleman in the parlour ! One 
may take one/s choice of all characters in this romantic 
state of uncertainty as to one's real pretensions, and 
become indefinitely respectable and negatively right 
worshipful. We baffle prejudice and disappoint con- 
jecture ; and from being so to others, begin to be 
obj(^cts of curiosity and wonder even to ourselves. 
We are no more those hackneyed common-places that 
mi appear in the world ; an inn restores us to the level 
of nature, and cpiits scores with society ! I have cer- 
tainly spent some enviable hours at inns — sometimes 
when Thava been left entirely to myself, and have 
tri(Hl to solve some metaphysical problem, as once at 
Witham Common, where I found out the proof that 
likeness is not a case of the association of ide^ — at 
other times, when there have been pictures in the 
room, as at St. Neot's (I think it was), where I first 
met with Gribelin's engravings of the Cartoons, into 
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which I entered at once, and at a little inn on the 
borders of Wales, wliere tliere. ha[)|)tnit!d to ho luingitig 
some of Westall’s drawings, wliicli 1 cum}>ar(ul triune 
phantly (for a thex>ry tliat I had, not for the admired 
artist) with the figure of a girl who hud fc'rried mo over 
the Severn, standing up in a boat between nu‘ and tlie 
twilight — at oilier tirm^s I miglit mention luxuriating 
in books, with a peculiar interi*st in tliis way. as I re- 
member sitting up Inilf the niglit t(j n^ad Paul and 
Virginia, which I picked up at an inn at BridgewatcT, 
after being drenched in the rain all day ; and at the 
same place I got through two volumes of Maxlame 
d'Arblay's Cmnilla, It was on the loth of A|)ril 1798 
that I s?vt down to a volume of the New Elmsc, at the 
inn at Llangollen, over a bottle of sluTry and a cold 
chicken. The letter I chose was that in wliu'h St. 
Preux descrilxis his feedings as he first caught a glimpse 
from the heights of tlui Jura of tlu* Pays dt^ Vaud, 
which I had brouglit with me as a bon baitche to crown 
the evening witli. It was my Inrthday, and I laid for 
the first time come fr<im a place in tlm neighliourUood 
to visit this delightful spot. Tlie road to Llangollen 
turns off between Chirk ami Wrexham ; and on |)asB- 
ing a certain point you come all at once ujion tho 
valley, which opens^ like an arnpliitlu^atre, broad, 
barren hills rising in majestic static on eitln^r si<le, with 
green upland swells that echo to the bleat of Hocks 
below, and the river Dee babbling over its stony bed 
in the midst of them. The valkiy at this time ^ glit- 
tered green with sunny showers,'' and a liudding asli- 
tree dipped its tender ’branches in tlu^ chiding stremn. 
How proud, how glad I was to walk along tlie high 
road that oyerlooks the delicious prospect, repeating 
the lines which I have just quoted from Mr* Coleridge's 
poems ! But besides the prospect which opemecl 
beneath my feet, another also opened to my inward 
sight, a heavenly vision, on which were written, in 
letters large as Plope could make them, these four 
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Liberty, Genius, Love, Virtue ; which have 
faded into the light of common day, or mock my 

The beautifuil is vanished, and returns not/* 


^ .jjl I would return some time or other to this en- 
spot ; but I would return to it alone. What 
self could I find to share that influx of thoughts, 
■V^g:ret and delight, the fragments of which I could 
conjure up to myself, so much have they been 
^ and defaced, I could stand on some tall rock, 
overlook the precipice of years that separates 
from what I then was. I was at that time going 
^ttor'tly whom I have above named. 

^ ^ myself have changed ; 

fixe -world, which was then new to me, has become old 
a.xxci irxcorrigible. Yet will I turn to thee in thought, 
O youth and gladness as thou 

thorr wert ; aird thou shalt always he to me the river 
of f^gtradise, where I will drink of the waters of life 
fx*€j^el-3^ * 

-Xlx^re is hardly anything that shows the short- 
sig-ixfoidness or capriciousness of the imagination more 
tliauxx ■travelling does. With change of place we change 
oiox* ideas ; nay,, our opinions and feelings. We can 
l>y stxx effort indeed transport ourselves to old and long- 
foirgo-tten scenes, and then the picture of the mind 
revives again ; but we forget those that we have just 
lef-fc. It seems that we can think but of one place at 
a, -tiEXxe. The canvas of the fancy is but of a certain 
ex-texit „ and if we paint one set of objects upon it, they 
irrirrieciiately efface every other. We cannot enlarge 
oiix* oonceptions, we only shift our point of view. The 
la-n-dscape bares its bosom to the enraptured eye, we 
ta.l§::o- our fill of it, and seem as if we could form no 
otlroir image of beauty or grandeur. We pass on, and 
tlxink rtp more of it : the horizon that shuts it from our 
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sight also blots it from our memory lik(^ a dream. In 
travelling through a wild barren country I can form 
no idea of a woody and cultivated oiue It appears to 
me that all the world must hv, l)arren, like what I see 
of it. In the country we forget the town, and in town 
we despise the conntry. Ik^yond Ilydc;^ I^ark/' says 
Sir Fopling Flutter, '' all is a desert/' All that part of 
the map that we do not see before us is I:)laulc. The 
world in our conceit of it is not nuicli bigger than a 
nutshell It is not one i)rospect expanded into an- 
other, county joined to county, ]dngcft)ni to kingdom, 
land to seas, making an image \a)luminous and vast 
the mind can form no larger idea of sjaice than tlic^ eye 
can take in at a singles glance, rest is a name 
written in a map, a calculation of arithnietic. For 
instance, what is the true signifit'ation of that immense 
mass of territory and population known l>y th('> name 
of China to us ? An inch of ])a,si:td)oard on a woodtni 
globe, of no more account tlian a. ('liina orungi^ 1 
Things near us are seen of the size of life : things at a 
distance are diminished to the size of tlie understand- 
ing. We measure the universe l>y ourst^lvcjs, and even 
comprehend the texture of our own l)eing only |)iec'n- 
meal. In this way, however, we r(*m(‘ml)t‘r an infinity 
of things and places. The mind is like a mechanical 
instrument that plays a gnrat varitrty of tunes, l)ut 
it must play them in succession. 6m idea recalls 
another, but it at the sanui time excludes all others. 
In trying to renew old recollections, m) cannot as it 
were unfold the whole web of our exist<mce ; we must 
pick out the single threads. So in coming to a place 
where we have formerly lived, and with whidi we have 
intimate associations, every one must have foiuid that 
the feeling grows more vivid the nearer approach 
the spot, from the mere anticipation of tlie actual 
impression ; we remember circumslan<a'>s, feelings, 
persons, faces, names that we had not thought of for 
years ; but for the time aU the rest of the world is 
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forgotten ! — ^To return to the question I have quitted 
above : — 

I have no objection to go to see ruins, aqueducts, 
pictures, in company with a friend or a party, but 
rather the contrary, for the former reason reversed. 
They are intelligible matters, and will bear talking 
about. The sentiment here is not tacit, but com- 
municable and overt. Salisbury Plain is barren of 
criticism, but Stonehenge will bear a discussion anti- 
quarian, picturesque, and philosophical. In setting 
out on a party of pleasure, the first consideration 
alwayvS is where we shall go to : in taking a solitary 
ramble, the question is what we shall meet with by the 
way. The mind is its own place ; '' nor are we 
anxious to arrive at the end of our journey. I can 
myself do the honours indifferently well to works of 
art and curiosity. I once took a party to Oxford 
with no mean 6 clat — showed them that seat of the 
Muses at a distance, 

** With glistering spires and pinnacles adornM — 

descanted on the learned air that breathes from the 
grassy quadrangles and stone walls of halls and col- 
leges — ^was at home in the Bodleian ; and at Blenheim 
quite superseded the powdered cicerone that attended 
us, and that pointed in vain with his wand to com- 
monplace beauties in matchless pictures. As another 
exception to the above reasoning, I should not feel 
confident in venturing on a journey in a foreign 
country without a companion. I should want at 
intervals to hear the sound of my own language. 
There is an involuntary antipathy in the mind of an 
Englishman to foreign manners and notions that re- 
quires the assistance of social sympathy to carry it 
off. As the distance from home increases, this relief, 
which was at first a luxury, becomes a passion and an 
appetite, A person would almost feel stifled to find 
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himself in the deserts of Arabia 'without friends and 
countrymen : there must be allowed to l:)e soniething 
in the view of Athens or old Rome that claims the 
utterance of speech ; and I own tliat the Pyramids 
are too mighty for any singles cc)ntempiatiom In such 
situations, so opposite to all one’s ordinary train of 
ideas, one seems a species by oue’s»self, a limb torn 
off from society, unless one can metd with instant 
fellowship and support. “Yet I did not feel this want 
or craving very pressing onctj, when I lirst set my foot 
on the laughing shores of France. Calais was peopled 
with novelty and delight. The confustKl, Inisy mur- 
mur of the place was like oil and wine; |K)ured into my 
ears ; nor did the mariners’ hymn, which was sung 
from the top of an old crazy vessel in tlie harbour, as 
the sxm went down, send an alien sound into my soul 
I only breathed the air of general Iniinanity. I walked 
over ''the vine-covered hills and gay ri^gimis of 
Ifrance,” erect and satisliiHl ; for image of man 
was not cast down and chaiiuKl to tlu* foot of arlutrary 
thrones : I was at no loss for laugn;ig(‘, for tluit of all 
the great schools of j)ainting was o|K*n to me. The 
whole is vanished like a shade. Idclurt'S, heroes, 
glory, freedom, all are fled : nothing remains but 
die Bourbons and the French i)eople 1 -'-TlK^re is un- 
doubtedly a sensation in travelling intt> foreign |3arts 
that is to be had nowhere else ; but it is more pleasing 
at the time than la,sting. It is too rcunote from our 
habitual associations to be a common topic of dis- 
course or reference, and, like a dream or tuiother state 
of existence, does not piece into our daily modes of 
life. It is an animatexl but a momentary liallucina- 
tion. It demands an effort to oxclumg<^ our actual for 
our ideal identity ; and to feel the j )ulsa of our old 
transports revive very keenly, we must ''jump** all 
our present comforts and connections. Our romantic 
and itinerant character is not to be domesticated. 
Dr. Johnson remarked how little foreign travel added 
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to the facilities of conversation in those who had been 
abroad, in fact, the time we have spent there is both 
delightful and in one sense instructive ; but it ap- 
pears to be cut out of our substantial, downright 
existence, and never to join kindly on to it. ^Ve are 
not the same, but another, and perhaps more enviable 
individual, all the time we are out of our own countrv- 
We are lost to ourselves, as well as our friends So 
the poet somewhat quaintly sings : 


" Out of my country and myself I go.*' 

Those who wish to forget painful thoughts, do well to 
absent themselves for a while from the ties and ob- 
recall them ; but we can be said only to 
fulfil our destiny in the place that gave us birth. I 
should on this account like well enough to spend the 
whole of my life in travelling abroad, if I could any- 
where borrow another life to spend afterwards at 
home I 
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Personal Style 

I 

A SURVEY of language, however superficial, makes it 
evident that when we speak of style, wo have to take 
into account those qualities of national character 
which are embodied in national speech* If two men 
could be born of precisely tlio same physical, mental, 
and moral nature, at precisely the same moment of 
history, and under precisely the same social condi- 
tions ; and if these men learned different languages in 
the cradle, and used those languages in after life, they 
would be unable to deliver exactly the same message 
to the world through literature, llie dominant quali- 
ties of each mother-tongue would impose definite 
limitations on their power of expressing thoughts, 
however similar or identical those thoughts might be. 

We cannot conceive two men born with the same 
physical, mental, and moral nature, at the same 
moment, under precisely the same conditions, and 
using the same language. They would be identical ; 
and everything they uttered would be clothed with 
exactly me same words. The absurdity of this con- 
ception brings home to us the second aspect of style. 
Style is not merely a sign of those national qualities 
wnicli are generic to established languages, and which 
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constitute the so-called genius of a race. It is also 
the sign of personal qualities, specific to individuals, 
which constitute the genius of a man. Ydiatever a 
man utters from his heart and head is the index of his 
character. The more remarkable a person is, the 
more strongly he is differentiated from the average of 
human beings, the more salient will be the character- 
istic notes of his expression. But even the commonest 
people have, each of them, a specific style. The marks 
of difference become microscopical as we descend from 
Dante or Shakespeare to the drudges of the clerk's 
desk in one of our great cities. Yet these marks exist, 
and are no less significant of individuality than the 
variations between leaf and leaf upon the lime-trees 
of an avenue. ' 

It may be asked whether the manner of expression 
peculiar to any person is a complete index to his 
character — whether, in other words, there is ''an art 
to find the mind's construction " in the style. Not 
altogether and exhaustively. Not all the actions and 
the utterances of an individual betray the secret of 
his personality. You may live with men and women 
through years, by day, by night, yet you will never 
know the whole about them. No human being knows 
the whole about himself. 

The deliberate attitude adopted by a literary 
writer implies circumspection ; invites suppression, 
reservation, ’selection ; is compatible with affecta- 
tion, dissimulation, hypocrisy. So much cannot be 
claimed for critical analysis as that we should pretend 
to reproduce a man's soul after close examination of 
his work. What we may assert with confidence is 
that the qualities of style are intimately connected 
with the qualities and limitations of the writer, and 
teach us much about him. He wrote thus and thus, 
because he was this or this. In the exercise of style 
it is impossible for any one to transcend his inborn 
and acquired faculties of ideation, imagination, sense- 

(2,676) II 
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perception, verbal expression— just as it is impossible 
in the exercise of strength for an athlete to transcend 
the limits of his physical structure, powers of inner- 
vation, dexterity, and courage. The work of art 
produced by a writer is thercfoi'c^. of necessity com- 
plexioned and determined by the inborn and acquired 
faculties of the individual ‘This is what we mean by 
the hackneyed epigram : Le style e’est riiomme/* 


n 

Certain broad distinctions of moral and emotional 
temperament may imdoubtedly be detected in literary 
style. A tendency toward exaggt^ration, toward self- 
revelation, toward empliasis upon the one side j a 
tendency to reserve, to diminished tone in colouring, 
to parsimony of rhetorical resource upon the other ; 
these indicate expaiisivcncss or reiicenna* in the writer. 
Victor Hugo differs by the bnuidth of the whole 
heavens from Leopardi. One man is ironical hy 
nature, another sentimental. wSterne and Heine have 
a common gift of humour ; but the qualit^^ of humour 
in each case is conditioned by sympallietic or by 
caustic undercurrents of emotion. vSinciuity and 
tation, gaiety and melancholy, piety and scepticism, 
austerity and sensuality penetrate styl(^ so suldiy and 
unmistakably that a dmdid person cannot pose as the 
mere slave of convention, a l)oon companion cannot 
pass muster for an anchorite, the founder of a religious 
sect cannot play the part of an agnostic. In dramatic 
work the artist creates characters alien from his own 
personality, and exhibits people widely different from 
himself acting and talking as they ougdvt to do. This 
he achieves by sympathy and intuition. Yet all 
except the very greatest fail to render adequately 
what they have not felt and been. In playwrights 
of the second order, like our B'letcher, or of the third 
order^ like our Byron, the individual who writes the 
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tragedy and shapes the characters is always apparent 
under every mask he chooses to assume. And even 
the style of the greatest, their manner of presenting 
the varieties of human nature, betrays individual 
peculiarities. iEschylus sees men and women dif- 
ferently from Sophocles, Corneille from Racine, 
Shakespeare from Goethe. 

In like manner the broad distinctions of mental 
temperament may be traced in style. The abstract 
thinker differs from the concrete thinker in his choice 
of terms ; the analytical from the synthetic ; the 
ratiocinative from the intuitive ; the logical from the 
imaginative ; the scientific from the poetical. One 
man thinks in images, another in formal propositions. 
One is diffuse, and gets his thought out by reiterated 
statement. Another makes epigrams, and finds some 
difficulty in expanding their sense or throwing light 
upon them by illustrations. One arrives at conclu- 
sions by the way of argument. Another clothes 
assertion with the tropes and metaphors of rhetoric. 

The same is true of physical and sesthetical qualities. 
They are felt inevitably in style. The sedentary 
student does not use the same figures of speech as 
come naturally to the muscular and active lover of 
field sports. According as the sense for colour, or 
for sound, or for light, or for form shall preponderate 
in a writer’s constitution, his language will abound 
in references to the world, viewed under conditions 
of colour, sound, light, or form. He will insensibly 
dwell upon those aspects of things which stimulate his 
sensibility and haunt his memory. Thus, too, pre- 
dilections for sea or mountains, for city life or rural 
occupations, for flowers, precious stones, scents, birds, 
animals, insects, different kinds of food, torrid or 
temperate climates, leave their mark on literary style. 
. Acquired faculties and habits find their expression 
in style no less than inborn qualities. ^ Education, 
based upon humanism , or scientific studies ; contact 
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with powerful personalities at an impressible period 
of youth ; enthusiasm aroused for this or that great 
masterpiece of literature ; social environment ; high 
or low birth ; professional training for the bar, the 
church, medicine, or commerce ; life in the army, at 
sea, upon a farm, and so forth, tinge the mind and 
give a more or less perceptible colour to language. 

The use of words itself yields, upon analysis, valu- 
able results illustrative of the various temperaments 
of authors. A man's vocabulary marks him out as 
of this sort or that sort— his preference for certain 
syntactical forms, for short sentences or for peiiods, 
for direct or inverted propositions, for plain or ligiira- 
tive statement, for brief or amplified illustrations. 
Some compose sentences, but do not build paragraphs 
— like Emerson ; some write chapters, but cannot 
construct a book. Nor is pimct;ua.tion to be disre- 
garded, inasmuch as stops enable us to meiisure a 
writer's sense of time-values, and the importance he 
attaches to several degrees of rest and pause. 

Ill 

It is impossible to do more than indicate some of 
the leading points which illustrate the meaning of the 
saying that style is the man ; any one can test them 
and apply them for himself. We not onlj^ feel that 
Walter Scott Mi not write like Thackeray, but we 
also know that he could not write like Thackeray, and 
vice versa. This impossibility of one man producing 
work in exactly the same manner as another makes 
all deliberate attempts at imitation assume the form 
of parody or caricature. The sacrifice of individuality 
involved in scrupulous addiction to one great master 
of Latin prose, Cicero, condemned the best stylists 
of the Renaissance— men like Muretus~to lifeless 
and eventually worthless production. Mamwhile the 
exact psychology is wanting which would render our 
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on comparing the double scries of work offered by 
such eminent and exceptionally giftccl individuals, 
that their styles in literature and plastic art possess 
common qualities, wliicli mark tlie men a.nd issue 
from their personalities. Micludangcdo in thc^ sonnets 
is as abstract, as ideal, as fortn-loving, as indifferent 
to the charm of lirilliant colour, as xu'gkHrtful of ex- 
ternal nature as Michelangelo in his statues and the 
frescoes of the Sistine Chapel. Rosstdli's pictures, 
with their wealth of colour, tlieir elaborates euxe^mtion, 
their sharp incisive vision, their (l('e|:) irnaginative 
mysticism and powerful perfume of intx^llecffiual sen- 
suousness, present a close analogue to iiis Ixallads, 
sonnets, and descriptive poems. With these and 
similar instances in our mind, we are ])rt>pared to hear 
that Victor Hugo dosigiuxl picture's in tlie styles of 
Gustave Dore ; nor would it surprise us to discover 
that Gustave Dore had left odes or ffetion in the man- 
ner of Victor Hugo. 

The problems sugg^ested l)y style as a sign and index 
of personality may be approached froxn many points 
of view. I have not aimed at exhaustiveness even 
of suggestion in my treatment of the topic ; and while 
saying much which will appear perhtips trivial and 
obvious, have omitted some of thci subtler and more 
interesting aspects of the matter. A systematic 
criticism of personal style would require a volume, 
and would demand physiological and psychological 
knowledge which is rarely found in cotnlxination with 
an extensive study of literatures and arts. 
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Random Memories 

I 

A^'lxat little channels, by what hints and pre- 
±lcxe consciousness of the man's art dawns 
tlxe child, it should be not only interesting 
to inquire, A matter of curiosity to- 
1 I'ljecome the ground of science to-morrow, 
.xiind of childhood there is more history and 
:>Bophy to be fished up than from all the 
►lijiTncs in a library. The child is conscious 
ro3t, not in literature but in life. A taste 
ioise, the adroit, or the comely in the use of. 
neis late ; but long before that he has en« 
K>oks a delightful dress rehearsal of experi- 
: XB first conscious of this material — I had 
Lcl this practical — ^pre-occupation ; it does 
* 'fcli.at it really came the first. I have some 
L Txegatives in my collection that would seem 
iprior stage. *'*^The Lord is gone up with a 
d God with the sound of a trumpet ' — 
■version, I know not where to find the text 
ill in my ear from my first childhood, and 
dllr. something of my nurse's accent. There 
bly some sort of image written in my mind 
loxid words, but I believe the words them- 
re what I cherished. I had about the same 
. “uixider the same influence — that of my dear 

167 
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nurse — a favourite author : it is possible the reader 
has not heard of him — the Rev. Robert Murray 
M'Cheyne. My nurse and I admired liis name ex- 
ceedingly, so that I must have been taught the love 
of beautiful sounds before I was breeched ; and I 
remember two specimens of his muse until this day : — 

" Beliind. the bills of Najditali 
The sun went slowly down, 

Leaving on mountain, tower, and tree, 

A tinge of golden Imnvn.” 

There is imagery here, and I set it on one side. The 
other — ^it is but a verse — not only contains no image, 
but is quite unintelligible even to my comparatively 
instructed mind, and I know not even how to spell 
the outlandish vocable that charmed me in my child- 
hood — 


“Jehovah T.schidkenu is nothing to Insr’' ; — 

I may say, without fli|-»pancy, that was nothing to 
me either, since I had no ray of a guess of what he was 
about ; yet the verse, fnan tlum to now, a longer 
interval than the life of a generation, hius continued 
to haunt me. 

I have said that I should .set a passage distinguished 
by obvious and pleasing imagery, however hunt ; for 
tlie child thinks much in images, words urc! very live 
to him, phrases that imply a picture eloquent beyond 
their value. Rummaging in tlie dusty pigeon-lioles 
of memory, I came once lipon a graphic version of the 
famous Psalm, " The Lord is my sheplurd ” ; and 
from tire places employed in its ilhistration, which 
are all in the immediate neighbourhood of a house 
then occupied by my father, I am able to date it 
before the seventh year of my age, although it was 
probably earlier in fact. The " pastures girfen ’’ wore 
represented by a certain suburban stubble-Md, 
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I had once walked with my nurse, under an 
nal sunset, on the banks of the Water of Leith : 
ice is long ago built up ; no pastures now, no 
e-fields ; only a maze of httle streets and smok- 
imneys and shrill children. Here, in the fleecy 
of a sheep, I seemed to myself to follow some- 
unseen, unreMized,_ and yet benignant; and 
)y the sheep in which I was incarnated — as if 
:ater security— rustled the skirts of my nurse. 
;h’s dark vale ’’ was a certain archway in the 
iton Cemetery : a formidable yet beloved spot, 
ildren love to be afraid, — ^in measure as they 
1 experience of vitality. Here I beheld myself 
laces ahead (seeing myself, I mean, from" be- 
itterly alone in that uncanny passage ; on the 
[e of me a rude, knobby, shepherd's staff, such 
ers the heart of the cockney tourist, on the 
. rod like a billiard cue, appeared to accompany 
jgress : the staff sturdily upright, the billiard 
dined confidentially, like one whispering, to- 
my ear. I was aware— I will never tell you 
;hat the presence of these articles afforded me 
agement. The third and last of my pictures 
•ted the words : — 

"My table Thou hast furnished 
In presence of my foes : 

My head Thou dost with oil anoint, 

And my cup overflows : ” 

ds was perhaps the most interesting of the 
I saw myself seated in a kind of open stone 
r-house at table ; over my shoulder a hairy, 
i, and robed presence anointed me from an 
tic shoe-hom ; the summer-house was part of 
en court of a ruin, and from the far side of the 
flack and white imps discharged against me 
;ual arrows. The picture appears arbitrary, 
can trace every detail to its source, as Mr. 
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Brock analyzed the dream of Alan Armadale. The 
summer-house and court were muddled together out 
of Billings’ Antiquities of Scotland ; the Imps con- 
veyed from Bagster’s Pilgrim's Progress ; the bearded 
and robed figure from any one of the thousand Bible 
pictures ; and the shoe-horn was plagiarized fronr an 
old illustrated Bible, where it figured in the hand of 
Samuel anointing Saul, and had been pointcid out to 
me as a jest by mv father. It was shown me for a 
jest, remark ; but the serious spirit of infancy adopted 
it in earnest. Children are all classics ; a bottle 
woidd have seemed an intermcditiry too trivial— that 
divine refreshment of whose moaning I had no guess ; 
and I seized on the idea of that mystic shoe-horn 
with delight, even as, a little later, I should have 
written flagon, chalice, hanaper, beaker, or any word 
that might have appealed to me at tlie moment as 
lea.st contaminate with mean associations. In this 
string of pictures I believe, the gist of the. psalm to 
have consisted ; I believe it had no more to say to 
me ; and the result was consolatory. I would go to 
sleep dwelling with rcstfulness upon these images; they 
passed before me, beshles, to an appropritito music ; 
for I had already singled out from that rude psalm 
the one lovely verse which dwells in the minds of all, 
not growing old, not disgraced by its association with 
long Sunday tasks, a scarce conscious joy in childhood, 
in age a companion thought • 

"In pastures green Thou Icadest me. 

The quiet waters by." 

The remainder of my childish recollections are all 
of the matter of what was read to me, and not of any 
manner in the words. If these pleased me it was 
unconsciously ; I listened for news of the. great 
vacant world upon whose edge I stood ; I listened for 
delightful plots that I miglit re-enact in play, and 
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romantic scenes and circumstances that I might call 
up before me, with closed eyes, when I was tired of 
Scotland, and home, and that weary prison of the 
sick-chamber in which I lay so long in durance. Robin- 
son Crusoe ; some of the books of that cheerful, in- 
genious, romantic soul, Mayne Reid ; and a work 
rather gruesome and bloody for a child, but very 
picturesque, called Raul Blake ; these are the three 
strongest impressions I remember : The Swiss Family 
Robinson came next, longo intervallo. At these I 
played, conjured up their scenes, and delighted to 
hear them rehearsed unto seventy times seven. I am 
not sure but what Paul Blake came after I could read. 
It seems connected with a visit to the country, and 
an experience unforgettable. The day had” been 

warm ; H and I had played together charmingly 

all day in a sandy wilderness across the road ; then 
came the. evening with a great flash of colour and 
a heavenly sweetness in the air. Somehow my play- 
mate had vanished, or is out of the story, as the sages * 
say, but I was sent into the village on an errand ; ' 
and, taking a book of fairy tales, went down alone 
through a fir-wood, reading as I walked. How often 
since then has it befallen me to be happy even so ; 
but that was the first time : the shock of that pleas- 
ure I have never since forgot, and if my mind serves 
me to the last, I never shaU, for it was then that I 
knew I loved reading. 


II 

To pass from hearing literature to reading it is to 
take a great and dangerous step. With not a few, I 
think a large proportion of their pleasure then comes 
to an end ; '' the malady of not marking '' overtakes 
them ; they read thenceforward by the eye alone and 
hear never again the chime of fair words or the march 
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of the stately period. Non ragmtam of these. But 
to all the step is dangerous ; it involves coming of 
age ; it is even a kind of second weaning. In the past 
all was at the choice of others ; they chose, they 
digested, they read aloud for us and sang to their 
own tune the books of childhood. In the future we 
are to approach the silent, inexpressive type alone, 
like pioneers ; and the choice of what W(^ are to read 
is in our own hands thenceforward. For instance, in 
the passages already adduced, I detect and applaud 
the ear of my old nurse ; they were of her clioice, and 
she imposed them on my infancy, reading the works 
of others as a poet would scarce dare to read his own ; 
gloating on the rhythm, dwelling with delight on 
assonances and alliterations. I Icnow very wc^ll my 
mother must have been all the while tr3?ing to edticate 
my taste upon more secxxlar authors ; but the vigour 
and the continual opportunities of my nurse tri- 
umphed, and after a long sc^arch, I can fmd in these 
earliest volumes of my autobiogrxiphy no mention 
of anything but nursery rliymes, the Bible, and 
Mi*. M'Cheyne. 

I suppose all children agree in looking back with 
delight on their school Readers. We might not now 
find so much pathos in “ Bingen on the Rhine,'' A 
Soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers," or in ''The 
Soldier's Funeral," in the declamation of wliich I was 
held to have surpassed myself. "Robert's voice," 
said the master on this memorable occasion, " is not 
strong, but impressive : " an opinion which I was fool 
enough to carry home to my father ; who roasted me 
for years in conseg^uence. I am sure one should not 
be so deliciously tickled by the humorous pieces 

What, crusty ? cries Will in a taking, 

Wlro would not be crusty with half a year's baking ? " 


Non mgionami Let us not talk. (Quotation from Dante.) 
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I think this quip would leave us cold. The Isles of 
Greece '' seem rather tawdry too ; but on the Ad- 
dress to the Ocean/' or on The Dying Gladiator," 
'' time has writ no wrinkle." 

the morn, but dim and dark. 

Whither flies the silent lark ? — 

does the reader recall the moment when his eye first 
fell upon these lines in the Fourth Reader ; and “ sur- 
prised with joy, impatient as the wind," he plunged 
into the sequel ? And there was another piece, this 
time in prose, which none can have forgotten ; many 
like me must have searched Dickens with zeal to find 
it again, and in its proper context, and have perhaps 
been conscious of some inconsiderable measure of dis- 
appointment, that it was only Tom Pinch who drove, 
in such a pomp of poetry, to London. 

But in the Reader we are still under guides. 
Wliat a boy tons out for himself, as he rummages the 
bookshelves, is the real test and pleasure. My father's 
library was a spot of some austerity ; the proceedings 
of learned societies, some Latin divinity, cyclopedias, 
physical science, and, above all, optics, held the chief 
place upon the shelves, and it was only in holes and 
corners that anything really legible existed as by 
accident. The Parentis Assistant, Rob Roy, Waverley, 
and Guy Mannering, the Voyages of Captain Woods 
Rogers, Fuller^s and Bunyan's Holy Wars, The Reflec- 
tions of Robinson Crusoe, The Female Bluebeard, G. 
Sand's Mare au Diable — (how came it in that grave 
assembly I), Ainsworth's Toiler of London, and four 
old volumes of Punch — these were the chief excep- 
tions. In these latter, which made for years the chief 
of my diet, I very early fell in love (almost as soon as 
I could spell) with the Snob Papers, I knew them 
almost by heart, particularly the visit to the Pontos ; 
and I remember my surprise when I found, long after- 
wards, that, they were famous, and signed with a 
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famous name ; to me, as I read and^ admired them, 
they were the works of Mr. Punch. Time and again 
I tried to read Rob Roy, with whom of course I was 
acquainted from the Tales of a Gnmdfalher ; time 
and again the early part, witli Kasidc'igh and (think 
of it !) the adorable Diana, cliokcd mo off ; and I shall 
never forget the pleasure and surprise with which, 
lying on the floor one summer evening, I struck of a 
sudden into the first scene witli AndrtiW Fairservice. 
'' The worthy Dr. Lightfoot ' — mistrysted with a 
bogle ' — a wheen green trash Jenny, lass, I 
think I ha'e her '' ; from that day to this the phrases 
have been unforgotten. I read on, I need scarce say ; 
I came to Glasgow, I bided tryst on Glasgow Bridge, 
I met Rob Roy and the Bailie in tlic Tolbooth, all 
with transporting pleasure ; and tiien the clouds 
gathered once more about my path ; and I dozed 
and skipped until I sturnl)kKl half-asleep into the 
clachan of Aberfoyle, and the voices of Iveiaich and 
Galbraith recalled me to myself. With that scene 
and the defeat of Captain tliornton the btK)k con- 
cluded ; Helen and her sons shocked even the little 
schoolboy of nine or ten with tlieir unreality I read 
no more, or I did not grasp wliat I was reading ; and 
years elapsed l:)eiore I consciously met Diana and her 
father among the hills, or saw Raslflcdgh dying in the 
chair. When I think of tiuit nov'el and that evening, 
I am impatient with all others ; they scHan but 
shadows and impostors ; they cannot satisfy the 
appetite which this awaken(*-d ; and I dare be known 
to think it the best of Sir Waltc‘r*s by neiU'ly as imich 
as Sir Walter is the best of noveJists. Ptirhaps Mr. 
Lang is right, and our first friends in the land of fic- 
tion are always the most real. And yet I had read 
before this Guy Mamering, and some of Waverley, 
with no such delighted sense of tmth and humour, 
and I read immediately after the greater part of the 
Waverley Novels, and was never moved again, in the 
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same way or to the same degree. One circumstance 
is suspicious : my critical estimate of the Waverley 
Novels has scarce changed at all since I was ten. Roh 
Roy, Guy M annering, and Redgauntlet first ; then, a 
little lower, The Fortunes of Nigel ; then, after a huge 
gulf, Ivanhoe and Anne of Geierstein : the rest no- 
where ; sucli was the verdict of the boy. Since then 
The Antiquary, St Ronan's Well, Kenilworth, and 
Heart of Midlothian have gone up in the scale ; per- 
haps Ivanhoe and Ame of Geierstein have gone a 
trifle down;^ Diana Vernon has been added to my 
admirations in that enchanted world of Roh Roy ; I 
think more of the letters in Redgauntlet, and Peter 
Peebles, that dreadful piece of realism, I can now 
read about with equanimity, interest, and I had 
almost said pleasure, while to the childish critic he 
often caused unmixed distress. But the rest is the 
same ; I could not finish The Fir ate when I was a 
child, I have never finished it yet ; Peveril of the Peak 
dropped half-way through from .my schoolboy hands, 
and though I have since waded to an end in a kind 
of wager with myself, the exercise was quite without 
enjoyment. There is something disquieting in these 
considerations. I still think the visit to Ponto's the 
best part of the Book of Snobs : does that mean that 
I was right when Lwas a child, or does it mean that 
I ha^^e never grown since then, that the child is not 
the man’s father, but the man ? and that I came 
into the world with till my faculties complete, and 
have only learned sinsyne to be more tolerant of 
boredom?..* 


The Ideal House 

Two things are necessary in any neighbourhood where 
we propose to spend a life : a desert and some living 
water. 
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There are many parts of the earth's face which offer 
the necessary combination of a certain wildness with 
a kindly variety. A great prospect is desirable, but 
the want may be otherwise supplied ; even greatness 
can be found on the small scale ; for the mind and 
the eye measure differently. Bold rocks near hand 
are more inspiriting tlian distant Alps, and the thick 
fern upon a Surrey heath makes a line forest for the 
imagination, and the dotted yew trees noble moun- 
tains. A Scottish moor with birches and firs grouped 
here and there upon a knoll, or one of those rocky 
seaside deserts of Provence overgrown with rosemary 
and thyme and smoking with aroma, are places where 
the mind is never weary. Foi’ests, being more en- 
closed, are not at first sight so attractive, but 
they exercise a spell ; tlicy must, however, be 
diversified with either heath or rock, and are hardly 
to be considered perfect without conifers. Even 
sand-hills, with their intricate plan, and their gulls 
and rabbits, will stand well for the necessary 
desert. 

The house must be within hail of either a little 
river or tJie sea. A great river is more fit for poetry 
than to adorn a neighbourhood ; its sweep of waters 
increases the scale of the scenery and the distance of 
one notable object from another ; and a lively burn 
gives us, in the space of a few yards, a greater vtiriety 
of promontory and islet, of cascade, shallow goil, and 
boiling pool, with answerable changes both of song 
and colour, than a navigable stream in many hundred 
miles. The fish, too, make a more considerable 
feature of the brookside, and the trout plumping in 
the shadow takes the ear. A stream should, besides, 
be narrow enough to cross, or the burn hard by a 
bridge, or we are at once shut out of Eden. The 
quantity of water need be of no concern, for the mind 
sets the scale, and can enjoy a Niagara IMl of thirty 
inches. Let us approve the singer of 
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Shallow rivers, by whose falls 

Melodious birds sing madrigals/^ 

If the sea is to be our ornamental water, choose an 
open seaboard with a heavy beat of surf ; one much 
broken in outline, with small havens and dwarf head- 
lands ; if possible a few islets ; and as a first necessity, 
rocks reaching out into deep water. Such a rock on 
a calm day is a better station than the top of Teneriffe 
or Chimborazo. In short, both for the desert and 
the water, the conjunction of many near and bold 
details is bold scenery for the imagination and keeps 
the mind alive. 

Given these two prime luxuries, the nature of the 
country where we are to live is, I had almost said^ 
indifferent ; after that inside the garden, we can con- 
struct a country of our own. Several old trees, a 
considerable variety of level, several web-grown 
hedges to divide our garden into provinces, a good 
extent of old well-set turf, and thickets of shrubs and 
evergreens to be cut into and cleared at the new 
owner's pleasure, are the qualities to be sought for in 
your chosen land. Nothing is more delightful than a 
kiccession of small lawns, opening one out of the' 
other through tall hedges ; these have all the charm • 
of the old bowling-green repeated, do not require the: 
labour of many trimmers, and afford a series of,, 
changes. You must have much lawn against the? 
early summer, so as to have a great field of daisies,- 
the year's morning frost ; as you must have a wood! 
of lilacs, to enjoy to the full the period of their; 
blossoming. Hawthorn is another of the Spring's in-- 
gredients ; but it is even best to have a rough public; 
lane at one side of your enclosure which, at the right: 
season, shall become an avenue of bloom and odour.' 
The old flowers are the best and should grow care-: 
lessly in corners. Indeed, the ideal fortune is to find; 
an old garden,, once very richly cared for, since sunk: 

( 2 , 676 ) 12 
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into neglect, and to tend, not repair, that neglect ; it 
will thus have a smack of nature and wildness which 
skilful dispositions cannot overtake. The gardener 
should be an idler, and have a gross partiality to the 
kitchen plots : an eager or toilful gardener misbe- 
comes the garden landscape ; a tasteful gardener will 
be ever meddling, will keep the borders raw, and take 
the bloom off nature. Close adjoining, if you are in 
the south, an olive-yard, if in the north, a swarded 
apple-orchard reaching to the stream, completes your 
miniature domain; but this is perhaps best entered 
through a door in the high fruit-wall ; so that you 
close the door behind you on your sunny plots, your 
hedges and evergreen jungle, when you go down to 
watch the apples fallin'g in the pool. It is a golden 
maxim to cultivate the garden for the nosi;, and the 
eyes will take care of themselves. Nor must the ear 
be forgotten : without birds a garden is a prison- 
yard. There is a garden near Marseilles on a steep 
hill-side, walking by which, upon a sunny morning, 
your ear will suddenly be ravished with a burst of 
small and very cheerful singing : some score of cages 
being set out there to sun tlieir occupants. This is a 
heavenly surprise to any passer-l)y ; but tlie price 
paid, to' keep so many ardent and wingcxl creatures 
from their liberty, will make the luxury too dear for 
any thoughtful pleasure-lover. There is only one 
sort of bird that I can tolerate caged, though even 
then I think it hard, and that is what is called in 
France the Bec-d'.4rgent. I once had two of these 
pigmies in captivity ; and in the quiet, bare house 
upon a silent street where I was then living, their 
song, whicli was not much louder than a bee’s, but 
airily musical, kept me in a perpetual good humour. 
I put the cage upon my table when I worked, carried 
it with me when I went for meals, and kept it by my 
head at night : the first thing in the morning, these 
maestrini would pipe up. But these, even if you can 
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pardon their imprisonment, are for the house. In the 
garden the wild birds must plant a colony, a chorus 
of the lesser warblers that should be almost deafen- 
ing, a blackbird in the lilacs, a nightingale down the 
lane, so that you must stroll to hear it, and yet a little 
farther, tree-tops populous with rooks. 

Your house should not command much outlook ; it 
should be set deep and green, though upon rising 
ground, or, if possible, crowning a knoll, for the sake 
of drainage. Yet it must be open to the east, or you 
will miss the sunrise ; sunset occurring so much later, 
you can go up a few steps and look the other way. 
A house of more than two stories is a mere barrack ; 
indeed the ideal is of one story, raised upon cellars. 
If the rooms are large, the house may be small : a 
single room, lofty, spacious, and lightsome, is more 
palatial than a castleful of cabinets and cupboards. 
Yet size in a house, and some extent and intricacy 
of corridor, is certainly delightful to the flesh. The 
reception room should be, if possible, a place of many 
recesses, which are “ petty retiring places for confer- 
ence '' ; but it must have one long wall with a divan : 
for a day spent upon a divan, among a world of 
cushions, is as full of diversion as to travel. The 
eating-room, in the French mode, should be ad hoc : 
unfurnished, but with a buffet, the table, necessary 
chairs, one or two of Canaletto's etchings, and a tile 
fire-place for the winter. In neither of these public 
places should there be anything beyond a shelf or two 
of books ; but the passages may be one library from 
end to end, and the stair, if there be one, lined with 
volumes in old leather, very brightly carpeted, and 
leading half-way up, and by way of landing, to a 
windowed recess with a fire-place ; this window, al- 
most alone in the house, should command a handsome 
prospect. Husband and wife must each possess a 
studio ; on the woman's sanctuary I hesitate to dwell 
and turn to the man's. The walls are shelved waist- 
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high for books, and the top thus forms a continuous 
table running round ilm wall* Above jure prints, a 
large map of the neighbourhood, a Corot and Claude 
or two. The room is very spacious, and tlui tive tables 
and two chairs are but as islands. One table is for 
actual work, one close by for nrferences in use ; one* 
very large, for MSS, or {proofs tliat wait tlunr turn ; 
one kept clear for an occasion ; and the iHth is the 
map table, groaning under a colkxtion of large-scale 
maps and charts. Of all I)Ooks tliescj are the least 
wearisome to retid and tliu riciiesl; in mattir ; the 
course of roads and rivcu^s, the contour lines and the 
forests in the maps-d;he reefs, soundings, anchors, 
sailing marks and little pilot-pictures in the charts— 
and, in both, the bead-roll of namt^s, ina.ke them of 
all printed matter tlie most lit to stimulate and. 
satisfy the fancy. I'he chair in whidi you write is 
very low and easy, and bac:ked into a corntr ; at one 
elbow the fire twinkles ; clostMit the other, if you are 
a little inhumane, your cage of silvcu’-bills are twitter- 
ing into song; 

J oined aloiig by a passage, yo\i may reach l;he great, 
sunny, glass-roofed, and tiled gymnasium, at the far 
end of which, lined with l)right mtirl)le, is your 
l^lunge and swimming bath, fitted witli a capacious 
boiler. 

The whole loft of the liouse from (uitl to end makes 
one undivided chamber ; hen^ art^ scU. forth tables on 
which to model imaginary or actual <a)un trices in putty 
or plaster, with tools and hardy pigments ; a car- 
penter's bench ; and a spared corner for pliotography, 
while at the far end a space is kept clear for playing 
soldiers. Two boxes contain tlie. two armic^s of some 
five hundred horse and foot ; two others ila ammuni- 
tion of each side, and a fifth tlie foot-iuks and the 
three colours of chalk, with wliic^h you lay down, or, 
after a day's play, refresh the outlines of tlui country ; 
red or white for the two kinds of road (accordiirg as 



THE IDEAL HOUSE i8i 

they are suitable or not for the passage of ordnance), 
and blue for the course of the obstructing rivers. 
Here I foresee that you may pass much happy time ; 
a.gainst a good adversary a game may well continue 
for a month ; for with armies so considerable three 
moves will occupy an hour. It will be found to set 
an excellent edge on this diversion if one of the players 
shall, every day or so, write a report of the operations 
in the character of army correspondent. 

I have left to the last the little room for winter 
evenings. This should be furnished in warm positive 
colours, and sofas and floor thick with rich furs. The 
hearth, where you burn wood of aromatic quality on 
silver dogs, tiled round about with Bible pictures ; 
the seats deep and easy ; a single Titian in a gold 
frame ; a white bust or so upon a bracket ; a rack 
for the journals of the week ; a table for the books of 
the year ; and close in a corner the three shelves full of 
eternal books that never weary : Shakespeare, Molifere, 
Montaigne, Lamb, Sterne, De Musset's comedies (the 
one vokime open at Carmosim and the other at 
Fantasio) ; the Arabian Nights, and kindred stories, 
in Weber's solemn volumes ; Sorrow's Bible in Spain, 
the Pilgrim's Progress, Guy Mannering and Rob Roy, 
Monte Cristo and the Vicomte de Bragelonne, immortal 
Boswell sole among biographers, Chaucer, Herrick, 
and the State Trials, 

The bedrooms are large, airy, with almost no 
furniture, lloors of varnished wood, and at the bed- 
head, in case of insomnia, one shelf of books of a 
particular and dippable order, such as Pepys, the 
Paston LcMers, Burt's Letters from the Highlands, or 
the Newgate Calendar, . . , 



MRS. MEYNELL 

The Illusion of Historic Time 

He who has survived liis childhood intelligently must 
become conscious of something mon) than a change 
in his sense of the present and in his apprehension of 
the future. He must be aware of no less a thing than 
the destruction of the past. Its events and empires 
stand where they did, and the naero relation of time 
is as it was. But tliat whicli has fallen together, has 
fallen in, has fallen close, and lies in a little heap, is 
the past itself— time— the fact of antiquity. 

He has grown into a smaller world as he has grown 
older. There are no more extixnnities. Recorded 
time has no more terrors. The unit of measure which 
he holds in his hand has become in his ayes a thing of 
paltry length. The discovery draws in the annals of 
mankind. He had thought them to be wide. 

For a man has nothing whereby to order and place 
the floods, the states, the conquests, and the temples 
of the past, except only the measure wliich he holds. 
Call that measure a space of ten years. His first ten 
years had given him the illusion of a most august 
scale and measure. It was then that he conceived 
Antiquity. But now 1 Is it to a decade of ten such 
little years as these now in his hand— ten of his mature 
years — that men give the dignity of a century ? Tliey 
call it an age ; but what if life shows now so small 
that the word age has lost its gravity ? 

In fact, when a child begins to know that there is a 
m 
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past, he has a most noble rod to measure it by — ^he 
has his own ten years. He attributes an overwhelm- 
ing majesty to all recorded time. He confers distance. 
He, and he alone, bestows mystery. Remoteness is 
his. He creates more than mortal centuries. He 
sends armies fighting into the extremities of the past. 
He assigns the Parthenon to a hill of ages, and the 
temples of Upper Egypt to sidereal time. 

If there were no child, there would be nothing old. 
He, having conceived old time, communicates a re- 
membrance at least of the mystery to the mind of the 
man. The man perceives at last all the illusion, but 
he cannot forget what was his conviction when he was 
a child. He had once a persuasion of Antiquity. 
And this is not for nothing. The enormous unde- 
ception that comes upon him still leaves spaces in his 
mind. 

But the undeception is rude work. The man re- 
ceives successive shocks. It is as though one strained, 
level eyes towards the horizon, and then were bidden 
to shorten his sight and to close his search within a 
poor half acre before his face. Now it is that he 
suddenly perceives the hitherto remote, remote youth 
of his own parents to have been something familiarly 
near, so measured by his new standard ; again it is 
the coming of Attila that is displaced. Those ten 
last years of his have corrected the world. There 
needs no other rod than that ten years' rod to chastise 
aU the imaginations of the spirit of man. It makes* 
history skip. 

To have lived through any appreciable part of any 
century is to hold thenceforth a mere century cheap 
enough. But, it may be said, the mystery of change 
remains. Nay, it does not. Change that trudges 
through our own world — our contemporary world — 
is not very mysterious. We perceive its pace ; it is 
a jog-trot. Even so, we now consider, jolted the 
changes of the past, with the same hurry. 
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The mail, therefore, who has intelligently ceased to 
be a child scans through a shortcmocl avenue the 
reaches of the past. He marvels that he was so de- 
ceived. For it was a very decejition. If the Argo- 
nauts, for instance, had been children, it would have 
been well enough for the child to measures their re- 
moteness and their acts witli his own magnificent 
measure. But they were only men and demi-gods. 
Thus they belong to liim as he is now— a man ; and 
not to him as he was once— -a child. It was quite 
wrong to lay the child's enormous tern years' rule along 
the path from our time to theirs ; that patli must, be 
skipped by the nimble yard in the man's present 
possession. Decidedly the Argonauts are no subject 
for the boy. 

What, then ? Is the record of the ratp nothing but 
a bundle of such little times ? Nay, it s(*emH that 
childhood, which created the illusion of ages, does 
actually prove it true. Childliood is it self Antictuity— 
to every man his only Antiquity. The recollection 
of childhood cannot make Abraliam old again in the 
mind of a man of thirty-fivi^ ; bnt the b(‘ginning of 
every life is older than Al^raharn. There is the abyss 
of time. Let a man turn to liis own clhldhood— no 
farther— if he would renew his .sense of remoteness, 
and of the mystery of change. 

For in childhood change does not go at that mere 
hasty amble ; it rushes ; but: it lias enormous space 
for its flight* The diild has an apprehension not 
only of things far off, but of tilings far aptirt ; an 
illusive apprehension when he is learning ancient " 
history— a real apprehemsion when he is conning his 
own immeasurable infancy. If thc^re is no liistorical 
Antiquity worth speaking of, this is the renewed and 
uimunibered Antiquity for all mankind. 

And it is of this— merely of this— that ancient *' 
history seems to partake. Rome wtis founded when 
we began Romaii history, and that is why it seems 
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long ago. Suppose the man of thirty-five heard, at 
that present age, for the first time of Romulus. 
Romulus would be nowhere. But he built his wall, 
as a matter of fact, when every one was seven years 
old. It is by good fortune that “ ancient ” history 
is taught in the only ancient days. So, for a time, the 
world is ma^cal. 

Modem history does well enough for learning later. 
But by learning something of antiquity in the first 
ten years, the child enlarges the sense of time for all 
mankind. For even after the great illusion is over 
and history is re-measured, and all fancy and flight 
caught back and chastised, the enlarged sense remains 
enlarged. The man remains capable of great spaces 
of time. He will not find them in Egypt, it is 
true, but he finds them within, he contains them, 
he is aware of them. History has fallen together, 
but childhood surrounds and encompasses history, 
stretches beyond and passes on the road to eternity. 

He has not passed in vain through the long ten 
years, the ten years that are the treasury of percep- 
tions— -the first. The great disillusion shall never 
shorten those years, nor set nearer together the days 
that made them. . “ Far apart,” I have said, and that 
“far apart " is wonderful. The past of childhood is 
not single, is not motionless, nor fixed in one point ; 
it has summits a world away one from the other. 
Year from year differs as the antiquity of Mexico from 
the antiquity of Chaldea. And the man of thirty- 
five knows for ever afterwards what is flight, even 
though he finds no great historic distances to prove 
his wings by* 

There is a long and mysterious moment in long 
and mysterious childhood, which is the extremest dis- 
tance known to any human fancy. Many other 
moments, many other hours, are long in the first ten 
years. Hours of weariness are long — not with a 
mysterious length, but with a mere length of pro- 
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traction, so that the things called minutes anrl 
hours by the elderly may be .something eise to thih 
apparent contemporaries, the children ^ 'Hm -f, • 

Of long, but of immeasura.bl.j, time. It k thon L l ! 
of going to sleep. The man knows hat bS 
and hte a contempt for it : he has hum tins g ^ 
antiqu ty there It has i,c, n, . ^ 

marii o^f dreams to 1 im ; m 1 l e d^ 
its phantasies. He knows that e - « ■ r • 

ls\?5ScTtS b^'i? 

of t1mf"”^qhf. iranslatiid into the mysteries 

matten little wlnt lainiemorial words, ft 

trihe e- ; waking ears- 

o^ih^ tsrii^rte t 

sound of them all his lih^ ■ an ■' al 11 L ur ^ 
more than older pooch oa'n “ll o.t '“““ 

A custom is formed in a single spacious vcar 

& ?“d“»Tid1iat'Z >>“ ir'Cy 

lile in the contompIaS suTaStef “towT 

July 

feenie? S tof^ee^ ofLavoflf''-”^ 

nave darkened to their final tone, and stand in their 
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differences of character and not of mere date. Almost 
all the green is grave, not sad and not dulh It has 
a darkened and a daily colour, in majestic but not 
obvious harmony with dark grey skies, and might 
look, to ^inconstant eyes, as prosaic after spring as 
eleven o’clock looks after the dawn. 

Gravity is the word—not solemnity as towards 
evening, nor menace as at night. The daylight trees 
of July are signs of common beauty, common fresh- 
ness, and a mystery familiar and abiding as night and 
day. In childhood we all have a more exalted sense 
of dawn and summer sunrise than we ever fully retain 
or quite re-cover ; and also a far higher sensibility for 
April and April evenings— a heartache for them, which 
in riper years is gradually and irretrievably consoled. 

But, on the?, other hand, childhood has so quickly 
learned to find daily things tedious, and familiar 
things importunate, that it has no great delight in 
the mere middle of the day, and feels weariness of 
tlie summer that has cc^ased to change visibly. The 
poetry of mere day and of late summer becomes per- 
ceptible to mature eyes that have long ceased to be 
sated, have taken leave of weariness, and cannot now 
find anything in nature too familiar ; eyes which have, 
iudeed, lost sight of the further awe of midsummer 
dayl)reak,, and no longer see so much of the past in 
April twilight as they saw when they had no past ; 
but which look freshly at the dailiness df green sum- 
mer, of early afternoon, of every sky of any form that 
comes to ptiss, and of the darkened elms. 

Not unbeloved is this serious tree, the elm, with its 
l(Uif sitting close, unthrilled. Its stature gives it a 
dark gold liead when it looks alone to a late sun. But 
if one could go by all the woods, across all the old 
forests tliat are now meadowlands set with trees, and 
could walk a county gathering trees of a single kind 
in the mind, one walks a garden collecting flowers 
of a single kind in the hand, would not the harvest 
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be a harvest of poplars ? A veritable passion for 
poplars is a most intelligible passion. The eyes do 
gather them, far and near, on ti wliole day’s journey. 
Not one is unperceived, ^ evtm though great timber 
should be passed, and liillsidts tleiise and deep with 
trees, llie fancy makc'S a po|>lar da}/ of it. Inline- 
diately the country looks alivci with signals ; for the 
poplars everywhere rc^ply to tht' gianctx llie woods 
may be all various, liut the poplars are Si'iiarate, 

All their many kinds (and as])e.ns, their kin. must be 
counted with them) shake themselvt^s pm'i)etually free 
of the motionless forest. It is easy to gather them. 
Glances sent into the far distance jiay tlu‘in a Hash of 
recognition of their gentle ilaslus ; and as you journey 
you are suddenly fiwarc^ of them dosti by/ Light and 
the breezes arc as <puck as th(*. eytss of a pojilar-lover 
to find tlie willing tree that dances to be se(m. 

No lurking for tluun, no riductance. Oiw. could 
never make for oneself an oak day so w(dl Tim oaks 
would wait to be found, and many would lie missed 
from the gathering. But tlie poplars are alert enough 
for a traveller by express ; tlu^y have an alarum aloft, 
and do not sleep. From within some little grove of 
other trees a single poplar iruaives a slight sign ; or a 
long row of poplars suddenly sw(,‘<i]) the wind. They 
are salient everywhere, and full of replies. Tliey are 
as fresh as streams. 

It is difficult to realize a drought wlu^re thc^re are 
many poplars. And yet their grtam is not rich the 
coolest have a colour much mingled with a cloud-grc^y. 
It does but need fresh and simpU^ ej/ts to rect)gnize 
their unfaded life. Wlum th(^ ath(^r trees grow dark 
and keep still, the poplar and tlu^ aspai do not darken 
—or hardly— and the det^pest snmnn^r will not find 
a day in which they do not keep awake. No waters 
are so vigihmt, even \\hero a lake is bare to the wind. 

When Keats said of his Dian that she fastened up 
her hair “ with fingers cool as aspen leaves/’ he knew 
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the coolest thing in the world. It is a coolness of 
colour, as well as of a leaf which the breeze takes on 
both sides — the greenish and the greyish. The poplar 
green has no glows, no gold ; it is an austere colour, 
as little rich as the colour of willows, and less sil- 
very than theirs. The sun can hardly gild it ; but 
he can shine between. Poplars and aspens let the 
sun through with the wind. You, may have the sky 
sprinkled through them in high midsummer, when 
all the woods are close. 

Sending your fancy poplar-gathering, then, you 
ensnare wild trees, beating with life. No fisher’s net 
ever took such glancing fishes, nor did the net of a 
constellation’s shape ever enclose more vibrating 
Pleiades. 
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The Maypole and the Column 

In days of more single purpose than these, young men 
and maidens in the first flush of summer, set Z a 
maypole on the green ; but before they ioined hands 

wnat it stood for by draping it with swa^rs of flowers 
pee^toff, hanging' it ‘■with “f 

colours, and sticking it with as many gilt hearts as 
^ere were hearts among them of votivl inclhiSion 

swS^troZSfZ'^f signified, and turned a 

thiW of n™ f ^ emblem into a 

iing 01 happy fantasy. That will serve me for q 

hgure of how the poet deals with his little idea or 
^eat one , and m his more sober mood it is open to 
the es^yist so to deal with his, supposing he^ have 

rWrie bnZ'^ii concept, not with 

rhyme but with wise or witty talk. He must turn it 

orZttlZbeflq^”*' ornaments jingling, 

or httle bells ringing; rather that you may see its 

shapeliness enhanced, its proportions emZasLd 

iZentZ^iZ^ ® shadows of^ts orna- 

should do tlie essayist 

I am aware that very distinguished 

srttehr "-s ™ “di, 

wS I sMl^tZ modern essayist, for reasons 
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Certainly, the parent of the Essay draped no may- 
poles with speech. Montaigne was a sedentary 
philosopher, of the order of the post-prandials • a 
wine-and-walnuts man. One thing would open out 
into another, and one seem better than the other at 
the time of hearing. “Je n’enseigne point; je’ra- 
conte,” he tells you of himself; and it is true. To 
listen to him is a liberal education ; yet you can 
hardly think of Montaigne footing it on the green. 
Bacon’s line, again, was the aphoristic. He shreds off 
his maypole rather than clothes it : but he has one 
set up. He can give his argument as witty a turn as 
the Frenchman when he pleases — “ There is no man 
doth a wrong for the wrong’s sake, but thereby to 
purchase himself profit, or pleasure, or honour, or the 
like. Therefore why should I be angrv with a man 
for loving himself better than me ? ” That is the turn 
his thoughts take upon Revenge, and a fair sample of 
his way with an abstract idea— shredding off it all 
the time, getting down to the pith. But he can be 
very obscure : " A single life doth well with Church- 
men ; foy charity will hardly water the ground where 
it must first fill a pool.” That is proleptic reasoning. 
We are to caper about the pole before the ornaments 
are on. 

But since his time the Maypole has gone out of use. 
The modern essayist has had a column reared for him 
in.stead,_ which he is required, not to drape, but to fill. 
That kind of column is no symbol of the earth’s 
fertility, but too often the grave of it. It has been, 
however, the opportunity of the babbler, the prater, 
the prattler, and the agreeable rattle: all’s one to 
the Column so that it be filled. You may write on 
something, or nothing; you may grind axes on 
your column, or roll logs on it. But you must fill 
it. To be too long for it is nothing. There is the 

Procrustean sword. To be too short Minotaur 

will howl for more. 
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Hazlitt is the typical journalist-essayist. He could 
fill a column with any man born, yeh not with pure 
gain to literature. He makes an ungra.ci()us figure in 
history, unsocial and anti-social, too, with Iris blunder- 
ing, uncouth loves, his undignified quarrels, and in- 
satiable hatreds. His spltani engulf<Kl him, and I have 
often wondered what our Wiltshire shephtu'ds made 
of him, lowering like a st(.)rm about the cooinbes of 
Winterslow. None of thci “ pastoral melancholy ” of 
that grassy solitude shows in his writing, whose zest 
is that of hunger rather than wholesome appetite. 
Indeed, I don’t think he was a tolerable essayist. He 
was too eager to destroy, and the very moral of his 
own John Bull who woiild sooner, any day, give up 
an estate than a bugbear. How many people he hated, 
and how much ! Whole nations at once— such as the 
French. He hated Southey and Gifford, and for their 
sakes the Quarterly, Pitt and Castlereagh, Byron and 
Coleridge. He was a fierce! lover, too, but hot com- 
fortable in his loves. Sometimes he knew both pas- 
sions for the same pcjrson. Burke, for instance. : Odi 
et amo, he said of him. He luid that iKid .symidom of 
the violent lover, that he coidd only lionour his love 
at another’s expense. So Racine and Walter Scott 
must be trampled under foot before Shakespeare can 
be duly esteemed. There is consequently a sense of 
strain in reading Hazlitt which his fine raptures (and 
no writer soared more rapturously) cmi only over- 
come on select occasions. His account of CaVanagh 
the fives player is one, his essay on John Buncle 
another. For once, for twice, he was .single-minded, 
and forgot to hurt anybody. 

He learned length from the Reviews, which en- 
couraged the essay to be a tremtise, and have many a 
tedious page. Illustratitms press upon him and can- 
not be refused. He has that trick of saying the same . 
thing several times in slightly different ways which 
was common to all the essayists of his time, doomed to. 
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fill their columns, Procter, Leigh Hunt, and Lamb 
all did that — Lamb less tiresomely than any; for 
Lamb enhanced the image, or shifted it into happier 
view, with every addition. But Hazlitt left it where 
it was, or hid it. 

Lamb was essayist first, and journalist with what 
remained over. A column was set up : he made it a 
maypole. No craftsman has draped his idea, or 
capered about it as Lamb did. He transfigures what-' 
ever he touches ; more, he transmutes it. His seven- 
teenth-century jargon, which you may find tiresome, 
is part of the fun. It is, so to speak, joco-serious with 
■him. He is generally better without it, as in '' Blakes- 

moor or Barbara S or “ Dream-Children '' ; 

yet of ail Elia the most beautiful thing to me is one 
which has Burton and Sir Thomas Browne aU over it, 

A Quakers’ Meeting."' There you have exactly what 
I mean by my overworked figure of the Maypole. A 
theme set up, and hung with loving art ; then round 
about it a measure trodden, sedately for the most part, 
but with involuntary skips aside as the whim takes 
him. Lamb could not spare a joke even at a funeral ; 
but this is sheer beauty, a serene and lovely close : — 

“ The very garments of a Quaker seem incapable of 
receiving a soil ; and cleanliness in them to be some- 
thing more than the absence of its contrary. Every 
Quakeress is a lily ; and when they come up in bands 
to their Whitsun conferences, whitening the easterly 
streets of the metropolis, from all parts of the United 
Kingdom, they show like troops of the Shining Ones.'’ 

That is to do more than dance about a maypole. It 
is to daiice before the Lord. 

All the pieces which follow* were written for and 
published in daily newspaper or weeldy or monthly 
review : the Times and Manchester Guardian, Nation 

* This was originally written as a Preface to a volume of essays, 
(a,BTO) 13 
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and Outlook, Nineteenth Century and After, Londo^x 
Mercury, Cornhill. WeU or ill, they were intended to 
deck their column as if it had been a maypole 
Rightly or wrongly, they were to be literature as weU 
p journalism. Journalism loves the particular but 
literature must hold fast to the general. Journalism 
acepts the ejihemeral, gives you its daily screed in 
exchange for its daily bread ; but literature has its 
eye on postenty,_ expresses the spirit of fact rather 
than the body of it ; and its servants, if not exacting 
a monument more perdurable than lirass, wish that 
tlmy may get, and try to deserve it. Genius does 
What it must, and need not concern us here. Shake- 
spepe wrote Hamlet for hire, and Walter Scott The 
Brxde of Lanmerxnoor, that he miglit add field to field 
by liircedside. They had their monument without a 
thought thrown that way. And Keats, who said that 
his name was writ in water ? Did he not know that 
It wp writ 111 ink, which grows blacker with age ? 
But let the smaller man do consciously and with pre- 
meditation what his lietters did by the Grace of God. 
JSio man needs be the worse journalist for taking im- 
mense pains to be something be.side. 

It IS hard work. " I never have a holiday. On 
Monday towards noon I lift up my head, and breathe 
for atout m hour ; after that the wicket shuts again 
pd I ^ m my prison cell for .seven days." So said 
Sainte-Beuve ; and Matthew Arnold comments upon 
tlie saying, The causenes were at tins price/' Hard 
work --but the. only way to serve your two masters, 


Montaigne 

We owe the Press many things, not all of them gladly ; 
debtors, and that is that it has allowed, if not engaged. 
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the Essay to survive. From the days of Addison the 
essayist has been journalist too, and that which cost 
Montaigne a lifetime has thereafter been compassed 
within the year, if not to its advantage, then to its 
perennity. That is an accident of public economy, 
however, which is beside the matter, for both Mon- 
taigne and Bacon were very capable of journalism for 
all their leisurely habit. One was deeply versed in 
affairs, the other kept a wary eye for them and knew, 
as we put it, the time of day with the best. But 
politics was not Montaigne's business, who if he had 
been living to-day would be one of our best middle " 
practitioners, a writer deliberately desultory, occa- 
sional ; “ fluctuating and various," as he said ; a man 
not always, and never purposely, didactic, but, as he 
went on, not far from the vein of Polonius ; a full 
man, however, bursting with anecdote, and one of a 
singularly detached, dry, not to say frosty, judgment. 
I could name the weekly which he would adorn, and 
those which would have none of him. And the daily 
also. There is but one. I think he would be welcomed 
there. 

The Essay may be decousu if the essa3dst pleases, 
and as Montaigne certainly did — that is, if himself is 
so. It is better thus, for the general, than that it 
should be crabbed, though personally I like close 
writing. It may, indeed, be both crabbed and de- 
sultory ; and that was Montaigne's way ; for how- 
ever much he might meander he had a serried mind 
and massed himself upon his points as they turned up. 
That was by no means in any orderly sequence, as 
he proves abundantly by thrusting his tenderest 
reminiscences of his father into his Essay De VYvrong- 
nerie, with which the worthy man had nothing at aU 
to do. He slips into them by exclaiming, Cest mer- 
veille des contes que j'ay ouy faire k mon p^re de la 
chastet^ de son siMe," and breaks them off abruptly 
with, ^'Revenons k nos bouteilles." That is so de- 
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sultory as to be casual ; yet the simplicity of hand- 
ling rids it of offence. He adored his father. The 
occasion of his writing Essays may account for the 
form which they took. He began by making extracts 
from the Classics into a commonplace book. There- 
after, when a subject occurred to him, he looked 
through his notes, picked his quotations, and there, 
practically, you were. He picked too many, and used 
them aH. Some of his early essays merely strung 
them together like beads. But he set the fashion 
which did not forsake us till the other day (and then 
for a very good reason) and became a quarry for his 
disciples, as Burton of the Anatomy also became. 
Men went to Montaigne, not to follow out his vagaries 
but to stimulate their own. As he grew more into the 
work he was doing he improved vastly upon his first 
attempts. He kept closer to life, dealt less in general 
ideas. His citations then had point, by ceasing to be 
the only point. He is at his highest in his Third Book, 
as in “ Sur des Vers de Virgile,” and Du Repentir,’" 
and very nearly as good in the twelfth essay of the 
Second Book : “ Apologie de Raimond de Sebonde.” 
In each of those three he has a subject close to his 
heart— Love, Himself, Mankind. There, having some- 
thing better to do, he makes the classics fetch and 
carry for him. Nobody who desires to know to what 
point detachment can be carried without ceasing to 
be human can afford to neglect the “ Apoiogie.'' It is 
the best alterative conceivable for what ills an exces- 
sive use oi Gulliver's Travels md.y have induced in the 
reader. “ J'ay veu en mon temps cent artisans, cent 
laboureurs, plus sages et plus heureux que des Rec- 
teurs de TUniversite.'' And again, '"La peste de 
rhomme c'est ^opinion de S9avoir/' And once more, 
Notre bien-estre, ce n'est que la privation d'estre 
mal. Voyla pourquoy la secte de philosophie qui a 
le plus faict valoir la volupte encore a-elle rangee a la 
seule indolence. The last is a paradox which I don't 
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except as a masterly reduction of facts to an 
absurdity. As you read you can see the frosty old 
eyelids glimmering over it. 

With those and certain other exceptions, I don't 
pretend to idolatrous admiration of Montaigne. I 
will play with anybody at anything up and down the 
world, but must know what game it is we are play- 
ing. Montaigne does not. There never was a man 
who cared less for sum-m-ject and om-m-ject. Though 
he prefers to handle general notions, he takes them 
by the handful at a time ; and I don't believe you 
will find a core of idea in an essay of his. Sometimes 
he will intend for one and never reach it. There is an 
essay of good length in the Second Book called “ Cous- 
tume de ITsle de Cea," in which there is not a word 
cither of the island or the custom, whatever it was. 
He had not reached them, I suppose, by the time he 
was tired. One in the Third Book, Des Coches," 
opens with a discussion of the habit of blessing the 
sii cesser— a pretty oblique attack. But one does not 
go to Montaigne to find a theme stated, or disquisi- 
tion festooned about a peg. He is one to be opened 
at hazard ; a good man for the sorUs, You will find 
wisdom on every page : " Le pribc de Fame ne consiste 
pas k aller haut, mais ordonndment. Sa grandeur ne 
s'exerce par de la grandeur, e'est en la mediocrite ; " 
many a sharp sentence : ” Nos folies ne me font pas 
rirc ; e'est nos sapiences " ; a pungency, a salt ; but 
you will seldom be touched either to laughter or tears ; 
and for a kindly old man, as he surely was, he is 
curiously without charm. He had friends — ^he tells 
us so ; but they were few, and in general he held men 
at arm's lengtla. La froideur de ma conversation 
m\i desrob^ avec raison la bienvaillance de plusieurs." 
How many friends has he made since his death ? 
Think of him beside Burton, Sir Thomas Browne, 
Charles Lamb. If the whole of his book had been as 
the last half of it we might have had a different feeling 
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towards him. If his heart had gone in, ours might 
have gone out. His writing mellows as it goes on, as 
no doubt he did himself. Whether it tells us any- 
thing is another matter. 

With this key 

Shakespeare unlocked his heart . , . ” 

that is, with the sonnet. Can that be said of Mon- 
taigne and the Essay ? If the essayist is not personal 
he is nought, and may as well class himself pamph- 
leteer at once. Personal they have been, one and all, 
importing their egos into any argument whatsoever, 
allowing no other staple, considering no appeals. 
Except lyric poetry, I suppose there is no such ftin in 
the world, given the knack, as essay- writing. You 
write of what you know best and love best. *'Son 
plus laborieux et principal estude c'est s'estudier soy/* 
Montaigne reported of his own wit. That is l)y^i() 
means to say that he publishes all his discoveriivs. 
Other things besides interest go into the study. Vanity 
goes in ; prejudice is never out. Humility may lie 
under the table, and modesty have her l)ack to tlic 
wall. When you read Montaigne upon le Repentir 
you may think he has told you everything, so much 
has he the air of having discharged his bosom. 
Analyse the essay and you will find that he has indeed 
been frank about his tower, chamber, library, and 
basse-cow, but singularly discreet about himself and 
his own plenishings, A word or two of his halnts — 
eating, drinking, sleeping : nothing else, and nothing 
that matters. After studying the subject for forty 
years, that is not all he had learned. It is wliat he 
has thought fit to tell, and I don't think that either 
modesty or humility held his hand. 

For that apparent candour and real secretivenass, I 
conclude, and not because he was perfectly calm al)Out 
the St. Bartholomew and the like of that, Michelet 
could not find a good word to say for him. Certainly, 
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if a man is writing the History of France he may be 
pardoned for losing patience with a man or with man- 
kind. Man as he ought not to be was good enough 
for Montaigne, whose historical researches went no 
further than the fall of the Roman Empire, and could 
not have discovered him much about the French one 
even if he had been concerned about it. No doubt 
also that he took more interest in Man than in men. 
Ho was ever a solitary. He mentions the Wars of 
Religion rarely, and mostly as a bore. He reports 
that he has seen men burnt for religion’s sake — “ ces 
pauvres gens ” — and has remarked their wild devo- 
tions in the midst of the fire. By such exercises, he 
deems, they kept the faith, or rather they gave it new 
direction ; which, he goes on, says much for their 
piety, little for their constancy. His is woundily right, 
as usual, but it is a hard saying. There are not many 
more refertmees to passing events : the execution of 
Mary Stuart is one, and no reprobation for it. He 
calls Francois 11 . , her first husband, the greatest king 
in Christendom, which is a compliment probably to 
the realm rather than to the little monarch. As for 
his own beliefs, he professed himself a Catholic, and 
purposed to live and die in that persuasion — as in fact 
he did. For all that appears he was what we call a 
deist. The Paternoster was enough prayer for him ; 
but there is as little about the Saviour in the Essais 
as there is in Lycidas, nothing of the Madonna, nothing 
of the hierarchies except a good story of an old woman 
who was found with two tapers alight before the altar 
of St. Michael, one for him and one for the dragon. 
I think Montaigne burnt his candles in duplicate 
too. He was. and professed to be, the man of com- 
mon sense, the average concupiscent male who had 
contrived to temper appetite by maintaining an accu- 
rate view of the consequences of indulgence. He 
posltively_ declined to regret anything he had done. 
" Si j'avois h revivre, je revivrais comme j’ay vescu.” 
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That is the saying of a very sincere or very foolish man. 
Myself, I believe him. 

I have been led away from the Essais to consider 
the Essayist, a vain exercise if I am right in thinking 
that he purposely spun himself out of’sight in them. 
No matter for that : he has done his work, done it so 
well that from his day to our own tlie form has per- 
sisted without any material change. If one had to 
define the Essay it would be as the written, after- 
dinner monologue of a well-read, well-satisfied man 
of, at least, five-and-forty. Years don't matter : the 
spirit of years matters very inucl'L Yon must be 
mature enough to pontificate and wise enougli to do it 
tactfully. You must not be long/ you sliould not be 
difficult ; you may be discursive, but not abrupt. 
You may eschew elocjuencti and outrag(x>UB fun ; you 
should subserve the chuckle. You mtiy Ixulew the 
eyes, not drown tliem. You may not take sid(*s, nor 
improve the occasion. Your teaching must be by the 
way. ''Je n'enscigne point," Montaigne says, ‘'je 
raconte." You will be allusive, of coin^se— all full 
men are so ; and you will quote freely, often in- 
accurately. Anecdote slioukl be your salt, l)ut I don't 
think quotation should be your pepper. 

It was Montaigne's undoubtexlly, and, like his 
anecdotes, almost entirely of one people and language. 
It was very well for his auditory of tlie moment which, 
with him, spoke Latin at least as well as Frendi^ — he 
himself spoke it better. But that implacable people, 
the Romans, have receded far from us. Neither Troy 
nor Rome stands where it did. Our essayists have 
since discovered other nations. First it was Israel, 
and you had Abisliai and Aholibah, lloplmi and 
Phineas walldng familiarly in the page ; next it was 
Shakespeare ; and now we have more Keats than we 
really need. But certainly we are more temperate, 
or more ignorant, than our fathers ; and at least we 
are short. So had I better be. 
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The Defects of English Prose 

I CANNOT read Mr. Pearsall Smith's anthology of Eng- 
lish Prose without thinking of the anthology I would 
make myself and wondering all the while why his 
differs from mine. Why, among writers of the past, 
does he omit Shaftesbury and give but one passage 
from Johnson, when he gives so many from Sir Thomas 
Browne ? Why is there not more of Gibbon's wit, 
and why not his great passage upon the funeral and 
character of Julian the Apostate ? Why so many 
short, laboured, and not profound sentences from 
Carlyle, followed by but one extract from Newman ? 
Why the Gioconda passage from Pater, which has 
the defect that it is false ? Why no Dickens at all, 
and no William Morris, and no W. H. Hudson ? The 
answer is that Mr. Pearsall Smith lays his own em- 
phasis in this anthology and I should lay another. 
For him our prose is greatest when it is nearest to 
poetry ; it is overshadowed by our poetry and almost 
its poor relation. A Frenchman reading his anthology 
might say : All this is magnificent, but it is hardly 
prose. This is the literature of a people that can sing 
and preach, but cannot converse. I listen with amaze- 
ment to all these prophets, but I should not care to 
talk with them ; for, to tell the truth, they are not 
civilized. They do not seem to be men like myself, 
only abler ; they are chiefs or eiders at a to]rf|:||her— •- 
ing, practising the eloquence of barbaj^si¥‘tCl^ 

8485 ” 
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Yet there is another side to English prose which 
Mr. Pearsall Smith almost ignores : perhaps because 
he is making an anthology and that other side cannot 
easily be exhibited in extracts. Prose of its very 
nature is longer than verso, and the virtues peculiar 
to it manifest themselves gradually. If the cardinal 
virtue of poetry is love, the cardinal virtue of prose 
is justice ; and, whereas love makes you act and 
speak on the spur of the moment, justice needs in- 
quiry, patience, and a control even of the noblest 
passions. But English Prosit, as Mr. Pearsall Smith 
presents it, is at the mercy of its passions and just 
only by accident. By justice here I do not mean 
justice only to particular people or idcias, but a habit 
of justice in all the processes of thought, a style tran- 
quillized and a form moulded by tlial: habit. The 
master of prose is not cold, l)ut h(‘ will not let any 
word or image inflame him with a lujat irrelevant to 
his purpose, Unhastiiig, unresting, lie jiursues it, 
subduing all the riches of his mind to it, rejecting all 
beauties that are not germane to it ; nuiking his own 
beauty out of the very accomplishment of it, out of 
the whole work and its pniportions, so that you must 
read to the end before you know that it is beautiful. 
But he has his reward, for he is trusted and convinces, 
as those who are at the mercy of their own (doquence 
do not ; and he ^ives a pleasure all tlu'. greater for 
being hardly noticed. In the best prose;, whether 
narrative or argument, we are so led on as we read, 
that we do not stop to applaud the writer : nor do 
we stop to question him* But we stop, whether to 
applaud or to question, at a sentence such as this, 
which Mr* Pearsall Smith gives us from C^urlyle— 

Brave Sea captain, Norse Sea-king Columbus, my 
hero, royalest Sea-king of all ! it is no friendly environ- 
ment this of thine, in the waste deep waters : round 
thee mutinous discouraged souls, behind thee disgrace 
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and ruin, before thee the unpenetrated veil of 
Night.” 

If a writer continues long in this style, he wearies 
us like a man talking at the top of his voice ; and if 
he does not continue, the passage distracts us with its 
incongruity, like a sudden shouting. Carlyle here, 
and often, yields to a habit of excitement as if he had 
a right to be indulged in it. He is like a man who 
will make speeches at the dinner-table to show the 
force of his convictions. These are the manners of 
egotism, and egotism is the worst of all faults in prose. 

For pros(J is the achievement of civilization, of 
people who have learned to discuss without blows or 
invective, wlio know that truth is hard to find and 
wiirth finding, who do not begin by accusing an oppo- 
nent of wickedness, l>ut elicit reason and patience by 
displaying tliem. You cannot say in poetry what the 
best proses sixys, or accomplish what the best prose 
accomplishes. Civilization may not surpass a primi- 
tive societj^ in luvights of rapture or heroism, but it 
is, if it be civilization, Ixettcr for everyday life, kinder, 
more rational, more sustained in effort; and this 
kindness and rinison and sustained effort are expressed 
and encouraged in the. masterpieces of prose. The 
French understood this long ago, because they prize 
civilization and enjoy it. Pascal, writing his Pro- 
vincial Leilers in i65(j upon a subject obscured by 
mediicval subtleties and distorted by party passions, 
is already just, ^^lolite, and lucid ; he does not even 
affect tlie magnificent disdain of Gibbon, but is a 
civilizixl man talking to other civilized men, and there- 
fore all tin? mor(! deadly in debate. But it is fallacies 
that he would kill, not those who maintain them. He 
knows that tht! art of controversy is, not to begin 
with invective, but to state your case in such a way 
that those who likes invective will supply it themselves 
against your adversary. 
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So we read Milton’s controversy for its accidents, 
splendid as they are, but Pascal’s still for the contro- 
versy itself. Though he is not clothed in shining 
armour, he lights for the children of light in all ages, 
with no pi-etencc of being an angel or a dervish, but 
quietly appealing to the everlasting reason from 
whence conies his help. In this book of Mr. Pearsall 
Smith’s, with its array of great names and great 
passages, we notice how his moderns seimi to archaize 
when they would soar, as if tliey must pretend to be 
of the giant race btvfore tlie Hood so as to l)eiieve in 
their own greatness. Emerson says :™ 

'*Our friendships hurry to short and poor con- 
clusions, because wcj have made ttiem a texture oJ 
wine and dreams, instc^ad of the tougli lil)re of the 
human heart.” 

Ruskin, even in Pmterita, \mtvs thus of his firsi 
sight of the Alps : — 

Infinitely beyond all tlnit we had ever thouglit oj 
dreamed— the seen walls of lost luhrn could not hav< 
been more beautiful to us ; not more awful roiinc 
Heaven, the walls of sacred Diuith.” 

Pater begins a paragrajdi :~ 

'' I have remarked how in the processs of our brain 
building, as the liouse of thouglit in which we Im 
gets itself together like some airy bird’s nest of fioatinj 
thistle-down and cluuice straws, compact at last, littli 
accidents have their conse(pience.” 

Stevenson, in a letter, and talking of familiar things 
says 

” Methought you asked was I happy 

Happy (said I) ; I was happy only once ; that was'a 
Hyhtis ; it c^ime to an end from a variety of reasons 
decline of health, change of place, increase of money 
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age with his stealing steps ; since then, as before then, 
I know not what it means/* 

It is always finely, but not naturally, said. 

Each writer seems to have a model not quite suited 
to the matter or the occasion, and makes us think of 
this model when we should be thinking only of what 
he has to say. But the prose which interests us most, 
and persuades us unconsciously to go on reading it, 
seems to be made by the matter and the occasion ; 
it is like talk between intimates, and the writer draws 
us into intimacy by his manner of address, which 
assunies that we do not wish to be tricked or dazzled, 
that, if he has anything worth saying, we shall listen 
to it for its own sake. 

There is less of this prose in our literature than we 
could wish, but more than we should gather from Mr. 
Pearsall Smith’s anthology. It began to be written 
about the time of the Restoration by Cowley, Halifax, 
and Dry den among others. Mr. Pearsall Smith gives 
one short passage from Cowley, one from Halifax, and 
none from Dryden — perhaps he thinks that the best 
of Dryden’s prose is in his verse. But the first easy 
master of it is Shaftesbury, especially in his Letter 
concerning Enthusiasm. Flere the case is all the more 
remarkable because he is talking of religion and saying 
things both novel and profound about it. Flis plea 
is for good humour in controversy, and he gives an 
example of it in his own letter. He begins lightly 
enough, and then, with a humane and natural art, 
leads us into seriousness : — 

''This, my Lord,, is the security against supersti- 
tion : To remember that there is nothing in God but 
what is God-like ; and that He is either not at all 
or truly and perfectly good. But when we are afraid 
to use our reason freely, even on that very question, 

‘ Whether He really be, or not* ; we then actually 
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presume Him bad, and flatly contradict that pre- 
tended character of goodness and greatness, whilst 
we discover this mistrust of His temper, and fear His 
anger and resentment in the case of this freedom of 
inquiry.” 

But though this is just and even now fresh, we cannot 
deny that it lacks the music and images of Jeremy 
Taylor or Milton ; and they are absent from the prose 
of Johnson and Ml the eighteenth century. For that 
reason the Romantics despised even its virtues ; for 
them, again, prose became the poor relation of poetry, 
and must wear its cast-off clothes ; or else they wrote, 
like orators addressing a crowd with rejjetitidns and 
loud emphasis, abrupt tramsitions and noi,sy images. 
Hazlitt is more eloquent than scrupulous ; 'he never 
seems to be alone with you as you read him, but rather 
speaking to catch votes, even 'though it be for the best 
writers or painters ; and Macaulay, ignored by Mr. 
Pearsall Smith, is worse. His prose has all the defects 
of a nation political rather than social, he is incapable 
of meditation or even of converse, but lectures always; 
while Burke writes of the Sublime and Beautiful like 
an orator. 

So, but for a few shy, never enough honoured 
writers, there is one whole province of the English 
mind left out of our prose, for we are capable of medi- 
tation and intimate talk ; we are more civilized than 
our manners or our style. Mr. W. H. Hudson, for 
instance, seems always to be meditating or remember- 
ing ; writing for him is a means of saying what he 
would never say aloud. He makes his dearest friend 
of the reader, and confides in him with .speech that 
has the beauty of a wild animal’s eyes. And Mark 
Rutherford, with a different kind of matter but the 
same shyness and melancholy faith, arouses a like 
confidence in us. These writers seldom say much in 
a single sentence or even paragraph, but they have a 
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cumulative power that cannot be proved by quotation 
a wandering music that blows where it lists because 
they never force their inspiration or teU you what 
they have not pt to say. Their peculiar quality is 
justice ; tlmy describe without a laboured eagerness 
or momentum, and without vivid words iust what 
they have seen and felt. They do not exploit their 
loves or their hatreds, and it is wonderful that you 
should remember so well what is said with so little 
emjjhasis or apparent skill of words. Yet it is re- 
membered, like a thought that does not need saying • 
it sinks deep into the mind, beyond language, like an 
actual experience, and, if you read their books with 
care, you are changed as if by an event. 

But such writers are likely to remain few, for they 
arc little encouraged. We are not yet a public of 
readers civiIukkI enough to demand the highest virtues 
of prose ; wc; prefer " clamorous sublimities ” and 
phrases that ask to be noticed; we must be urged 
through a book by the crack of the writer's whip 
Yet still one dreams of a prose that has never yet 
been written in bhiglish, though the language is made 
for it and there are minds not incapable of it, a prose 
dealing with the greatest things quietly and justly as 
men deal with them in their secret meditations, seem- 
ing perhajiH to wander, but always advancing in an 
unbroken sequence of thought, with a controlled 
ardour of di.scovery and the natural beauties of a 
religious mind. Johnson might have written it, if he 
had had a stronger sen.se of beauty and more faith in 
the flights of reason ; Newman if he had been a greater 
master of words and lass afraid of his own questioning; 
Henry James if he had exercised his subtlety on larger 
things. But the best of our prose writers, living or 
dead, are not civilized enough, or too much in love 
with something else, or not enough in love with any- 
thing, to write the prose we dream of. The English 
Plato is still to be. 
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Gifts 

There are gifts that are no gifts, just as there are 
books that are no books. A donation is not a gift. 

A portrait painted — a teapot pi-t‘sont<xt — by sub- 
scription, is not a gift. The giving is divided among 
too many. The true gift is from oiu; to one. Further- 
more, tea, .sugar, and ilannel i)i!ttieoats are not gifts. 
If I bestow these convenience.^ on one old woman, she 
may regard them in that aspe.ct ; but if I Ijestow them 
on eleven others at tlie same tinus, she looks upon 
them as her right. By giving more I have given less. 
The dole is no more like the gift than charity is like 
love. A £50 cheque on the occasion of a marriage 
between Blank and Blank is not a gift ; it is a transfer 
of property. 

' Ancf why is it da ngueur that if somebody I like 
goes into partnership with somebudy she liktw, I must 
give her an enormous silver buttouliook when she luis 
six already? The pleasure I confer on her by doing 
so is not worth the. value of the pimny stamp which 
she must,_ equally de rigucur, wseste on informing mo 
that she is pleased. It is not within the iKumds of 
possibility diat a human being esm appreciatti more 
than — say fifty presents at a time, whtni she has to 
write notes for fliera :ill. The lim; should be drawn 
at fifty—-for large and generous natures at seventy ; 
and all friends who have not sent in their buttonhooks 
before a certain date should be requested to distribute 
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thorn over the coming years instead. As a lilv an 
winter, so is the unexpected gift. But the gilt thac 
arrives by tens and tens of tens is a nightmare and -an 
oppression. 

Again, the periodical gift is never refreshing ; it 
is too much of the nature of tribute. A present on 
Midsummer Day would be worth two at Christmas. 

'Hie free gift only cometh of the free.’' 

The articles of furniture — lamps, matchboxes, foot- 
stools, and so on— duly exchanged between members 
of the same family, at certain seasons, are not gifts. 
They are a kind of tax levied by duty on liking, and 
duty dainis the credit of them. Liking resj^onds with 
what is called gratitude — a doubtful virtue at best, im- 
possil^le l)etW(Hui true friends— too near obsequious- 
ness in the poor, too hollow for sincerity in the rick 
Tliere is no element of surprise about these presents, 
Tlie spirit of giving is killed by regularity. How can 
I care — except in a material way — for what is part of 
my annual income ? The heart is not interested. I 
gcT these things because my name is down on a piece 
of paper, not because some one is possessed with an 
impatient desire to please or to share pleasure. 

Rarely, among the many things that are passed from 
hand t() hand, is one a gift ; and the giver is not so 
common as he was. System has attacked and ruined 
him even in the nursery. Santa Claus no longer 
conuis down the chimney on Christmas Eve as he 
(or she) did when the child was never sure what might 
be in liis stocking. As soon as he can write at all — 
or sooner— the child writes a list of “ Christmas 
wishes,’' and these are conscientiously fulfilled by his 
fatlier and mother, who know a great deal more than 
his grandfather and grandmother knew, only they 
do not know—unless he tells them — ^what it is that 
he wants. A feeling of depressed amazement stole 

14 
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over me one day when I heard a little girl enumerating 
the items on her list : — 

A Writing~d(sk. 

A Mull 

A Ih'ayer-lxxik. 

A Whole Family of Giraffes. 

What sort of inotlicr c(uild that luivi) bc’.tm who was 
not aware that her daughtirr wantcKl A Wliolci luirnily 
of Giraffes unless she saw it in l)lack and wliite ? And 
as for the Writing-desks and Muffs and Prayca>books, 
the child ouglit to have had them anyliow. We 
should never have thought such things wt^re presents 
rrt all when we weire young ; the; bare ntH:a‘Ssitic^s of life I 
No. A gift— to 1)0 a gift—anust not b(‘ asked for. 
Ihante laid down this rule, with many otlua\s, which 
lead one to reilect that; it must have betai difficult to 
give him a present. Tlie r(X|uest is paynuvnt; lunvho 
rexeives in this case Imys, though he who givi^s cannot 
he accused of selling. Tlu^ poet also de(Tees that a 
gift which, is not so valuabi(.i to the rcxdpient as it 
would be to tlui given* is no tni(,‘. gift. Romantic 
generosity would hav(^ been spared many a pang, had 
she consid(^red tins pr<Hi:ej)t. The Falcon would not 
have been cooked for diiint'r ; tlu^ life of The KentMcky 
Cardinal might hav(i b(‘en saved. lk‘ople who. haw^ 
pearls are curiously fond of stringing them together 
and offering them to pigs. It makes tlu‘ idg unliappy 
m the end. 

There is a third saying of Dante, whidi is a counsel 
of perfection ; the facc^ of the gift should reseinbk^ the 
face of him to whom the gift is given. If this l)e so, 
©Illy those who undi^rstand eacli oihtu's a,p|)(xirance 
should venture to give. My friend, who has an ex- 
pression like a beautiful serriion, must not present me 
with a volume of Liglitfoot when ^French novels are 
written all over my speaking countenance. Neither 
must I inflict on her the works of GypT 
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It is a complicated business altogether. Three 
minutes of serious thinking makedt impossible for 
any one to give any one anything.^ Yet the deed is 
done every year boldly and openly, and few are sen- 
sible that they have undertaken a more delicate 
transaction than the robbery of a Bank in broad day- 
light. 

When Rosalind, at a moment's notice, gave Orlando 
the chain from her neck, the action was perfect on her 
side and on his. Any man a little lower than Shake- 
speare would have made Orlando show it and talk 
about it in the forest ; he would not have let it pass 
without a single further allusion. Celia remembers, 
she teases Rosalind ; but the two lovers will never 
speak of it again. There was no merit in Rosalind ; 
she gave because she could not help herself. How 
could Orlando thank her except in silenced Like 
another young gentleman in the same circumstances, 
he had been little happy could he have said how much. 

There is in some natures a high intolerance of the 
airy fetters cast round the heart by the constant 
memory of beneiicence. They give freely, but freely 
they do not receive. They must send something by 
return of post, like the two friends in Elizabeth and 
her German Garden, who regularly transmitted to 
each other the same candlestick and the same note- 
book turn about, as each anniversary chimed the hour 
on their clocks — whereby they saved an incalculable 
amount of time, money, and emotion. One sweet 
laxly goes so far as to say that all presents should be 
of perishable character — a basket of fruit, a bunch 
of flowers— that they may be at once forgotten. 

Yet, if the truth were known, it might be found that 
the smaller, the more insignificant the gift, the longer 
it is remembered. There may be many motives for 
keeping the Golden Rose ; there can be only one for 
keeping a rose-leaf. Thus was it said by a man of old 
time who knew what a woman liked and gave her a 
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distaff : Great ^race goes wi(h a little gift, and all 
the offerings of friends a.r<^ })nH:ious/’ 


On Paper Matclies 

It is the costliest ent^'rtainment. that can Ix' devised, 
this l)iiniiiig of paper, 'riu' [jr^arl tha,t (dtjopatra 
threw into licr wine wlaai slu‘ j)ledged Anthony was 
nothing to it. Bnrn a. pit‘ce of l)laid< jjaper alone— a 
white slietvt ; ui>on that surface of snow th(‘ man alive 
who is nearest Milton niigld lia.vi‘ writtfai ids intent. 
You arc consuming tin' stuff tlait immortality is made 
of. But to l;)urn a,. ])ie{H^ of ])a|)(‘r with words upon it 
' — this is to \n\ like 1 leh'n, It) luv, auatlna' 7roy, Wliat ! 
For this liand, eye, and human brain wtaked in a 
three-fold Inirmony ! Juu* tins the marvellous crea- 
ture, ink, was made tliat blackness holding the 
colours of the rainbow ! For this the ] m'u was sharpciiid 
from the wing of a l )inl from the lorn \aans of Mother 
Earth I For tliis the du'ss that ctwert'd a, juitua'ss, the 
rags that kept a iH'ggar* from the cold, wer(^ ground in 
mills jis though they liad Ixurn (aan sim})ly tha:t you 
might l)e, not warmer, l)ut for a secamd l)riglittu’ ! I 
never destroy a letter -as I nevm* put out a candle— 
without regret, or savage joy. Either way f have 
killed sometiiing. 

A friend told me onc(cthat, iinUss slie burn t letter 
the instant aftc*r rea,ding, the task wa.s una-e, difficult 

every day. It grew into tlu* Jkist it iHuainu^ history. 

If slie burnt it at onctg slutwas but (h'stroying capital 
— if she waited, she was destroying interest and capital 
both. Only hwe it long endugli, and a mere play- 
bill is worth its weight in gold. That was a wise 
woman who kept an invitation card of Mrs. Pio^zi^s. 

Keep everylhtng i say the wise. 

And yet this is a counsel of perfection. In London 
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at any rate we cannot do it, or we die. Given that we 
must burn, how shall we burn with least offence ? 

It seems unfair to mingle in a common grave a 
nine-year-old bill, a love-letter, a legal opinion, and 
such a pleasing thing as the announcement that there 
is one more baby in the world. I have felt shocked 
to hear of a lady who, once a year, carries down her 
superfluous correspondence in a lump and feeds the 
kitchen fire with the same. The kitchen fire is fire 
enslaved and degraded — it is not sacred fire. It 
roasts the beef, it boils the suet pudding. Letters 
■ — even inferior letters — are too good to be used for 
cookery. 

To speculate on the fine food that has fed fire is a 
favourite form of dreaming with one here and another 
there. Did it ever eat anything of Shakespeare's ? 
All his letters, no doubt. Many of the plays of Web- 
ster it ate — ^many also by the author of The City 
Madam. But that was the cook's fault. Moli^re's 
cook would never have acted thus. She would have 
been cooked herself first. 

Many an autobiography that might have set the 
world ablaze had it been published, has doubtless 
gone that way. The fire is a great devourer of Lives. 
It is incredible hoW few autobiographies there are ! 
One could count them on one's fingers. The fire alone 
knows how many were written. I mean, of course, 
autobiographies of great men. (The little men write 
theirs fast enough — and wonderfully good reading 
they are !) 

I)ante wrote a fragment of his Life ; and to this 
day no one knows what he meant. Perhaps, as he 
held the opinion that every sentence should have four 
meanings, this is not to be marvelled at. Goethe wrote 
his, and wilfully jumbled it up with fiction. Scott 
tried to write his and broke down altogether. 

A little altar might be raised for the destruction of 
certain letters, with blue flames on it and a sweet smell 
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of incense. There arc words that in th(‘. burning ninst 

leave behind an exciiiisite perfume— ceda,i> wood words. 

" With what franlviruxniso and inyrrh, 

Ihirn tlic^s<^ [iretuotis parts of her ? ” 

Very lifedib^ is the dying of a U^ttc'r in lire 1 

Writhing still, as if with gri<4, 

Went th(^ life from evts'y leaf.*' 

I have seen tlic chara.et:m:s ilash out silvcn' n]>on l)hick 
for an instant before tln^y va.nislu'd. 1'he coriurrs 
curl with a kind of magnetism likt^ hair ; th«‘ <H]ges 
shrivel and retire. I'o a lf)vt‘r of conllagrafion thick 
postcards are dolightbil to burn ; Rn* <'oraers curl 
different ways. 

That most charming of modern In'roiiu's, 

Mademoiselle Chiffon, was wont to l)urn ln‘r dtuid 
flowers. Indetid, it is a liearllt*ss thing to throw 
flowers on a dnst-heap. How tlio lire h^ips round tis 
if it loved them, Iraihig the dt‘li(‘ate outline in a. thou- 
sand s|)arks, kissing while it c< nisunus ! Tlun'e would 
seem to be a secnd affinity Indweim ilowers ami ilames. 
Ovir iinis are madi^ of tre(‘S llial have known, long ago, 
blossoms upon tlieir boughs. There must 1 h‘ soino 
whore a garden of lire. And in Unit Edtm, it may be, 
the poor heretics of kdters flowt*r lirigld ly in tlame. 


The Drawing-Room 

I SOMETIMES wonder how the room 1 sit in looks to 
oilier ciyes. 

“ Do you live in London all ilio year round ? ’’ iieople 
say ; and then, own if they anrtoo cavil to condole, 
their eyes take a cciiupassionate exi>ressioiu Alas, how 
that good thing, pity, is wasted! Who would lie so 
lavish of love or of money ? Oiiccr— only I think 
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— it happened to me to be envied. “You people who 
live in London do not know how glorious it is. You 
cannot ! said a British Resident in Foreign Parts, 
whose drawing-room was a jungle. 

To have lived in one place ever since memory began 
is to have seen that place change as you change your- 
self ; but more perceptibly. Our own faces and figures 
in a glass are strange to us as the forms of those with 
whom we are not acquainted. I do not know after what 
fashion the little girl who played battledore and shuttle- 
cock here dilfered from the big girl who came after her, 
and the woman who now sits in her place. But I know 
that lohg ago the drawing-room was much larger than 
it is now, all the chairs and tables much higher, and 
the piano unaccountably higher still. It was a vast 
space of country in those days. I owned a little of it 
here and there — a dusty cabinet in the backwoods 
where my story-books lived— and everything under- 
neath the piano. The rest had nothing to do with me. 
The beautiful brick towers almost as high as myself 
that I built upon that alien territory were doomed to 
fall, a few minutes after they were finished. I grieved 
for them. It seemed to me that they adorned the 
drawing-room. 

In the lirelight, of a winter's evening, my posses- 
sions expanded. As I danced in and out of the wreaths 
of white roses on the faded crimson ground of the car- 
pet, I thought those also were mine. And if I had a 
cold, the sofa belonged to me. 

After that came a dreadful time, when I was shut 
out of the drawing-room almost entirely. An exile 
feels as I used to feel when I passed the door. Within 
there was quiet, peace, music, and books to read that 
were never dull. Without — sums, scales , French verbs, 
and everything to make existence dreary. Even if I 
did get in, I was turned out remorselessly when a par- 
ticular clock struck, and whenever people began to say 
something I should like to have heard. 
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By-and-by, when there were parties, I was brought 
down to sit with a book behind the piano. Thus I 
made the acquaintance of King Lear and was not 
greatly horrified. Thence I witnessed a love-scene for 
the first time. My Aunt called me away, afraid lest 
my too evident sympathy should interrupt it. 

A little later oil, I came to view the drawing-room 
in the light of a Theatre. There did I appear, first 
as the Beast in a black mask, then as the radiant 
red velvet Prince, wedding his Beauty — I did enact 
i Theseus — I was a wandering Duchess — I was a 
Puritan in red ancestral boots. The drawing-room 
was musical with sweet voices then — full of people 
CGining^and going. Once I remember that we danced 
there. 

As I sit alone, I wonder who will come when I also 
have gone. 

I should like to think of another child — merrier — 
not so much afraid of the dark on the stairs outside — 
and that her mother would play and sing. I should 
like to think of another girl — as gay, as full of bold 
ambition and not so shy — acting and dancing where I 
danced and acted. I hope she will see the greatest 
man in the world come in, as I saw Robert Browning 
come through the door one evening, his hat under his 
arm. I wonder whether she will train the creeper over 
the balcony to the West and plant geranium and mig- 
nonette, and sit there in summer to watch the gold of 
sunset over the roofs. Bright be her pictui'es in that 
shining window, and may she sometimes love a book 
that I loved ! 
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Our Inheritance 

How noble is onr inlieritance. The more one thinks 
of it tlK'. morci suffused with pleasure one’s mind be- 
comes ; for the inheritance of a man living in this 
country is not one of this sort or of that sort, but of 
all sorts. It is, indeed, a necessary condition for the 
enjoyment of that inheritance that a man should be 
free,^ and W(^ have really so muddled things that very 
many men in England are not free, for they have 
either to suffer a gross denial of mere opportunity — 
I mean they cannot even leave their town for any 
distance~or they are so persecuted by the insecurity 
of their livens that they have no room for looking at 
tixe world, but if an Englishman is free what an in- 
lieritancc he has to enjoy 1 

It is the fasluon of great nations to insist upon some 
part of their inheritance, their military memories, or 
their letters, or their rciligion, or some other thing. 
But in modern Europe, as it seems to me, three or 
ftxur of th(x great: nations can play upon many such 
title's to joy as xipon an instrument. For a man in 
Italy, or Thigland, or France, or Spain, if he is weary 
of the intmifold literature of his own country, can turn 
t.<> its endurance under arms (in which respect, by 
i;hc way, victory and defeat are of little account), or 
if he is weary of these military things, or thinks the 
too continucid contemplation of them hurtful to the 
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State (as it often is, for it goes to the head like wine), 
he can consider the great minds which Ids na;tion has 
produced, and which give glory to his nation not so 
much because they are grea,t as because they are 
national Then, again, lie can consider the land- 
scapes of his own land, whether pea(xnil:>ly, as do 
older men, or in a riot of enthusiasin as do all younger 
men who see England in tln^ midst of exercising 
their bodies, as it says in the Song of the Man who 
Bicycled : 


“ . . . and her distance and her sea. 
Here is wealth tha.t has no measure, 
All wide England is my treasure, 
Park and Close and private pleasure 
All her hills werti made for 


Then he can poke about tlie cilit^s, and any one of them 
might occupy him almost for a liftdimt^ Ih^ndord, 
for instance. I know of notliing in luin>i)c‘ like tlu^ 
Norman work of HeriTord or imdk)W, whcTt* you 
will perpetually find new tilings, or Lt^orninster ]ust 
l)elow, or Ledi)ury just ht^low that again ; and thc^ 
iim at each of these three |)laces is called Hie 
Feathers. 

Then a man may be pleased to considtT the re- 
corded history of this coimtry, and to inform the 
fields he knows with the past a’nd with tin* actions of 
men long dead. In this way he can use a battlefield 
with no danger of any detestable insolence or vulgar 
civilian ways, for the interest in a battldbdd, if it is 
closely studied, becomes so keen and hot tliat it burns 
away all foolish violence, and you will soon rmd if 
you study this sort of terrain closely that yon forged 
on which side your sympathies fail or succchhI : an 
excellent corrective if, as it should be with liealthy 
men, your sympathies too often warp evidence atul 
blind you. On this account also one should always 
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suspect the accuracy of military history when it 
betrays sneering or crowing, because, in the first place, 
that is a very unmilitary way bf looking at battles, 
.and, in the second place, it argues that the historian 
has not properly gone into all his details. If he had 
he would have been much too interested in such 
questions as the measurement of ranges, or, latterly, 
the presence and nature of cover to bother about 
crowing or sneering. 

When a man tires of these there is left to him the 
music of his country, by which I mean the tunes. These 
he can sing to himself as he goes along, and if ever he 
tires of that there is the victuals and the drink, which, 
if he has travelled, he may compare to their advantage 
over tliose of any other land. But they must be 
national. Let him take no pleasure in things cooked 
in a foreign way. There was a man some time ago, 
in attempting to discover whose name I have spent 
too much energy, who wrote a most admirable essay 
upon cold and pickles, remarking that these two 
elements of ILnglish life are retreating as it were into 
the strongholds where England is still holding out 
against the dirty cosmopolitan mud which threatens 
every country to-day. He traced the retreat of cold 
b(K‘f and pickles eastward towards the City from the 
Wcist End ail along Piccadilly and the Strand right 
into Heet Street, where, he said, they were keeping 
their positions manfully. They stand also isolated 
and l)cisieged in one hundred happy English country 
towns. ... 

The trouble al)out writing an article like this is that 
one wanders about : it is also the pleasure of it. The 
limits or trainmcds to an article like this are that, by 
a recent and very dangerous superstition, the printed 
trutli is punishable at law, and all one’s memories of 
a thousand places upon the Icknield Way, the Stane 
Street, the Pilgrim’s Way, the Rivers Ouse (all three 
of them), the Cornish Road, the Black Mountain, 
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Ferry Side, the Three Rivers, all the Pennincs, all the 
Cheviots, all the Cotswolds, all tlie Mendips, all the 
Chilterns, all the Malvern Hills, and ail the Downs — 
to speak of but a few — must be meunories of praise 
— by order of the Court. One may not l;)laine : there- 
fore I say nothing of Northwieli. 


Some men say that whertms wtuiltli can be accu- 
mulated and left to others when we dici, this sort of 
inheritance can not, and tliat tlui great pleasure a 
man took in his own land and tli(^ very many ways 
in which he found that pleasure and liis incre.ase in 
that pleasure as his life i)roceed(Kl, till (lit* with him. 
This you will vc^ry oftem liear dciplort^d. As noble a 
woman as ever lived in London used to say, sjKniking 
of her ftither (and she also is dead), that all she 
valued in him died with him, altliough lie had loft 
her a considerable fortune. By which she nu^aut that 
not only in losing him slxe laid lost ti rootl'd human 
affection and had suffered what till must sullur, be- 
cause there is'a doom upon us, luit tliat those par- 
ticular tilings in which he was ptirlicultirly favoux'cd 
had gone away for ever. His |:K)wer ovm: other 
languages and over his own language, liis vast know- 
ledge of his own county, his acquired courtesy and 
humour, all mellowed by the world and time, tliese, 
she said, were altogether gone. And to us of a 
younger generation it wtis hta* work to lamiuit tliat 
we should never know wlnit had once betm in luig- 
land. Among others she vastly admired tlu^ (lust 
Duke of Wellington, and said tliat ho was tall—which 
was absurd. Now this noble woman, it seems to me, 
was in error, for all of us who have loved and enjoyed 
know not only that we carry something with us else- 
where (as we are bound to believe), but leave also in 
some manner which I do not clearly perceive a legacy 
to our own people. We take with us that of whicn 
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Peter Wanderwide spoke when he said or rather sang 
these lines — ® 


'' It ail that I have loved and seen 
Be with me on the Judgment Dav, 

I sliall bo saved the crowd between 
From Satan and his foul array.” 

We carry it with ns. And though it is not a virtue it' 
is half a virtue, and when we go down in the grave 
like the character in Everyman, there will go down 
with tts, I think, not only Good Deeds, a severe 
feiTiale, but also a merry little hobbling comrade who 
winks and grins and keeps just behind her so that he 
shall not Ik; noticed and driven away. This little 
f(;l],ow will also speak for us, I think, and he is the 
Ploasin-e wt; took in this jolly world. 

But 1 say that not only do we carry something with 
us, but tiiat we leave something also ; and this has 
b(!en Iw'st put, I think, by the poet Ronsard when he 
was dying, who said, if I have rightly translated him, 
tills -• * 

" Of all those vanities ” (he is speaking of the 
things of this world), “ the loveliest and most praise- 
worthy is glory - fame. No one of my time has been 
so filled with it as I ; I have lived in it and loved and 
trinniphed in it through time past, and now I leave it 
to my_ country to garner and possess it after I shall 
die. So do I go away from my own place as satiated 
with the glory of this world as I am hungry and all 
longing for that of God.” 

That is very good. It would be very difficult to 
put it better, and if you complain that here Ronsard 
was only talking of fame or glory, why, I can tell you 
that the pleasure one takes in one’s country is of the 
same stulf as fame. So true is this that the two com- 
monly go together, and that those become most 
glorious who have mo.st enjoyed their own land. 



EDWARD THOMAS 
Broken Memories 

Mr. — — , the well-known incrcliant, is bniUling a line 
house, half a mile from the — Roticl. ('lo.se u])on two 
acres of woodland hjwe becui felled, where, by tlie way, 
the largest and juiciest blackbcsnies 1 know used to be 
f(-)und .^ ' — London Local Newspapef. 

And in this way many siil)nrbans ha,vo st^ui tho para- 
dise of their boyhood eifaced. I'he l)uilding rises 
during some long farewell, and stetils away a fraction 
of the very sky in which onc(5 W(^ btdudd Oricni sink 
down like a falling sword into tlie wt‘st and its line of 
battlemented woods. Only liert! end tlua'e a cojipice 
will survive, blockaded by houses a-row. Sorncvtirncs 
a well-beloved pleasaxince is left almost as it was ; the 
trees are the same ; the voices an* tlu^ saints ; a siltaice 
is there still ; but there is a caret somewlu^re — 4n our- 
selves or in the place. In childhood we went there as 
often as our legs coxild l:)ear us so far ; oftener y(*t in 
youth ; but less and less with time*. Tlien, perhaps, 
we travel —anyway we live fcvc^rishly and variously ; 
and only think of the old places when the fire is tran- 
quil and lights are out, and '' each into himself de- 
scends,*' or whan we meet one who was once a friend, 
or when we lay open a forgotten drawer* A very 
slander chain only binds us to the gods of forest and 
field — but binds us nevertheless. Then we take the 
old walk, it may be, in a walking suit of the bast ; 
fearful of mire ; carrying a field-glass too ; and smok- 
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ing the pipe that used to seem an insult so intolerable 
in the great woods. We take the old walk, and it 
seems shorter than before, a walk not formidable at 
all, as it was in the years when the end used to find 
us testy with fatigue and overpowered by tumultuous 
impressions ; when we ourselves thought the sea itself 
could not be far, and the names of village and hill we 
visited were unknown. 

A railway bisects the common we cross. Every- 
thing is haggard and stale ; the horizon is gone ; and 
the spirit chafes and sirifocates for lack of it. (But 
the gorse is in flower still.) Then the feet weary on 
gravel paths downhill. On either side are fields, 
edged by flaccid suburban grass, with an odour as of 
tombs— as though nothing fair could blossom in a soil 
that must be the sepulchre of many divinities. And 
again tlie pathway is dogged by houses, interrupting 
the fields. The former sanity and amenity of air is 
gone. We can no longer shorten the way to the next 
houses by a path from the willowy river-side over fields, 
for tlui willows are down, the fields heavily burdened 
with sti'eets. Anotlier length of mean houses, neither 
url)an nor rustic, but both, where I remember the 
wi'ctched children's discordant admiration of the 
al)ouuding gold hair of a passer-by; and soon the 
l)ridgc over a railway gives a view across plantations 
of cal:)bago, etc. But the view is comforting — there 
is an horizon ! There i.s an horizon barred with poplar 
t:re(\s to the south ; the streets are behind, in the 
north. The horizon is dear to us yet, as the possible 
hoiTU‘ of the unknown and the greatly desired, as the 
apparent birthplace and tomb of setting and rising 
suns ; from under it the clouds mount, and under it 
again they return after crossing the sky. A mystery 
is al>out it as when wc were children playing upon a 
broad, treeless common, and actually long continued 
running in pursuit of the horizon. 

After three miles in all we leave the turnpike, to 
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follow a new but grassy road out timong the fields, 
under lines of acacia and ]:)oplar and liorso-chestniit 
last. Once more tlie ploughland shows us the twink- 
ling flight of pewits ; the welh and the quaking wat ir 
uplifted in a shining band wliere it toucluis tlu.^ stones ; 
the voices *of sparrows whiles the trees arc dri{,^ping in 
the dawn ; and overhead the pompous mobilization 
of cloud armadas, so imposing in a country whert^ 
they tilt against ebony boughs. . . , In a thicket some 
gipsies have encamped, and two of them— -superb 
youths, with favours of raven hair blowing across iho 

dusky roses of their cheeks -havt^ juni|xul from thHr 

labour to hear the postman reading their lettiTS. 
Several pipe“sucking bird-catchers are at watch over 
an expanse of nets. We cross a ])loughiaiid half 
within the sovereignty of tlu^ forest shadow. Ih^re 
is the wood ! 

The big wood we called it. vSo wt*ll we know it , and 
for so many yetirs --wandtn'tKl here with wcHq:)iug like* 

Imogen's, and with, laughter lik(^ Ytirick's laughter - 

that when past years bulk into the liktniess of a forest 
through which tlu^ nu^morj' takes its |>kxisur(^ at 
eventide, 


" Or in clear dream or solemn vision,*’ 


it is really this wood that wc‘ seti, lUKh'r a luilcyoii sky. 

It covered two acres in the midst of iilouglilaud ; 
but we thought of it as enormous, because in it we 
often lost one anotlier ; it had sucli diversity ; it made 
so genuine a solitude. The straight oaks rising branch- 
less for many feet expanded and then united boughs 
in a firmament of leaves. It seemed far enough from 
London for feelings of security. But even of that 
our thoughts have changed ; for the houses are fear- 
fully close— a recollection of them lingers in the heart 
of the wood ; and perhaps they will devour it also. . . . 
Who shall measure the sorrow of him that hath sat his 
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heart upon that which the world hath power to destroy 
and hath destroyed ? Even to-day the circuit of a 
cemetery is cutting into the field where we gathered 
buttercups before the dignity of knickerbockers. . . . 
And here was a solitude. We cannot summon up any 
thought or reverie which had not in this wood its 
nativity. Tis we have changed ! And if we could 
paint, and wished to make a picture of our youth 
with its seriousness and its folly, we should paint 
in this wood, instead of in a hostel-yard, another Don 
Quixote watching his armour all night after the false 
accolade. 

The dark earth itself was pleasant to handle — earth 
one might wish to be buried in — and had the healthy 
and special quality of wild earth : upon it you could 
rest deliciously. (Compare the artificial soil of a Lon- 
don common with it’ !) Out of this rose up trees that 
preserved their wild attitudes. The age-fallen or 
tempest-uprooted oak tree lay where it dropped, or 
hung balanced in the boughs of others. Tenderest 
bramble spray or feeler of honeysuckle bridged those 
gaps in the underwood that served as paths. And the 
winds were husbandmen, reapers and sowers thereof. 
Though, indeed, the trees were ordered with an incon- 
gruous juxtaposition of birch and oak and elm, it 
seemed to xis a fragment of the primaeval forest left 
by a possible good fortune at the city verge. But it 
was more than this. With its lofty roof and the 
mystcaiotis flashes of light in the foliaged clerestory, 
with its sliapely boles in cluster and colonnade, and 
the glimpses of bright white sky that came and went 
among the leaves, the forest had a real likeness to 
a temple. Shelley's “ Ode to the West Wind '' and 
passages of Adonais were the ediscenda of our devo- 
tions. 

Here we saw the grim jewellery of winter on fallen 
leaf and bow of grass ; gold and purple colouring 
inseparable from the snow upon boughs overhead ; 

IS 



226 EDWARD THOMAS 

the hills far away sombre and yet wliite with snow ; 
and on the last of the icy niomings, tht‘ sward l.x;‘aniing 
with melted frost, and the frost only persisting on the 
ample shadows with which tlie trees stamp the grass. 
Here we saw the coming of vSpring, when the liquid 
orbed leaves of toad-llax crept out of a ba,rr(m stone. 
Full of joy we watclied here the sweet and twenty '' 
of perfect Summer, when the matin sliadows wiu'e 
once deleted, and the deW"glol;)es eva])orated from 
the harebell among the fern, or twinkled a.s they fell 
silently underfoot, ]3\it the fa,vonrite of nunneiry is 
a certain flower-shadowing tree whosci branches had 
been earthward bent by the swinging of l)oyish genKU'a- 
tions. Foliage and shadow mufthxl tlie sight, and 
seated there in profound tnnerald moss, tln^ xitmost 
you achieved was to find a name for tuich of tbt^ little 
thicket flowers. If you raiscul yoiir luuid you would 

have seen in a tumultuous spasm of sunslune -say at 

mid March™the Iflue smokt^ upcoiling l)etw<;(ni the 
boughs of overhanging trec^s far off and dissij')attHl in 
the dashing air ; the trees slrining in tlieir lcia,flt‘ssness 
like amber and dark agate ; above that tlu^ woodland 
seared in black upon tlie lu?att}d horizon hhw . hut 
you never raised your head. For hours you could 
here have peace, among the shadows einbroidt^red 
with flowers of the colour of gold, All wliiidi t an talizes 
— sun and clouds and for ewer inaccessible horizon— 
was locked out ; only (like a golden liar across a 
gloomy coat of arms) one sunliearn across tlu^ brown 
wood ; thrushes and blackliirds warlilcd unstHui, The 
soul— this made a cage bird of it. Huj eagle's apotheo- 
sis in the fires of the sun was cmvied not. What a sulitle 
diversity of needled herbs and grass there is in the 
plainest field carpet 1 all miniature after close crop- 
ping of rabbit and sheep ; aurifcu'ous dandelion, 
plumed self-heal, dainty trefoil, plantain, delicate 
feathered grasses, starry *blD.ssomed heather, illumina- 
tipns of tormentil, unseaxchable moss forests, and there 
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jewelled insects, rosy centaury ; nearly all in flower 
together, and the whole not deep enough to hide a 
field-mouse. 

A dim solitude thus circumscribed liked us hugely. 
We loved not the insolent and importunate splendours 
of perfect light. Cobwebs and wholesome dust — ^we 
needed some of both in the corners of our minds. They 
mature the wine of the spirit perhaps. We would 
always have had, as it were, a topmost and nearly 
inaccessible file of tomes, which we never read, but 
often planned to read — ^records peradventure of un- 
victorious alchymist and astrologer. Thither a sun- 
beam never penetrated and unmasked. The savour 
of paraffin and brick-dust should never cling about it. 
Unfortunate (we thought) is he who has no dusty and 
never-explored recesses in his mind ! 
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The Darkness 

It was common enough during the first year of the 
war to meet people who took an aesthetic ph^asure in 
the darkness of the streets at night. It gav(^ tliern an 
nouveau frisson. They said that never had London 
been so beautiful. It was hardly a gracious thing to 
say about London, And it was not entirc^ly true. 
The hill of Piccadilly has always bt‘en Ix^autifuL witli 
its lamps suspended alcove it likt^ strange fruits. The 
Thames between Westminster Bridget and Ifiackfriars 
has always been beautiful at night, pouring its brown 
waters along in a dusk of light and shadow. And 
have we not always had Hyde Park lik(‘ a little dark 
forest full of lamps, with tlic gold of tlu? Iami)S shakcai 
into long Chinese alphabets in the windy waters of the 
Serpentine ? There was Chelsea, too. Surely, even 
before the war, Chelsea by night lay in darkness like 
a town fiu'gotten and derelict in tlie snug gloom of 
an earlier century. And, if Chelsea was pitchy, St. 
George's-in-the-East and London of the clocks were 
pitchier. There we seemed already to be living under- 
ground. The very lamps, yellow as a hag*s skin with 
snuff in every wrinkle, seemed scarcely to give enough 
light to enable one to see the world of rags and black- 
ness which one was visiting like a stranger from 
another planet. One finds it so difficult to conjure up 
the appearance of London in the time before the war 
that one may be exaggerating. But, so far as one can 
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remember, night in London was even then something 
of an enchantress and London the land of an en- 
chantress. Her palace lights, her dungeon darkness, 
her snoring suburbs tucked away into bed after a sur- 
feit of the piano and the gramophone — ^here, even in 
days of peace, was an infinite variety of spectacle. 
Not that I will pretend that the suburbs were ever 
beautiful. They are more depressing than a heap of 
old tins, than a field of bricks, than slob-lands, than 
vine5/ards in early summer. They are more common- 
place than the misuse of the word phenomenal or 
the jargon of house-agents. They do not possess 
enough character even to be called ugly. They are 
the expression in brick of the sin of the Laodiceans. 
Neither the light of peace nor the Tartarus of war 
can awaken them out of their bad prose. One thinks 
of them as the commodious slave-quarters of m.odern 
civilization. The human race has yet to learn, or to 
re-learn, how to build suburbs. It js a proof of our 
immorality that we cannot do so. Well, the darkness 
has at least hidden the face of the suburbs. It has 
chonged long rows of houses into little cottages, and 
monotonous avenues into country lanes down which 
cautious figures make their way with torches. Some- 
times in these circumstances, the dullest street be- 
comes like a parade of will-o’-the-wisps. The post- 
girl alone, with her larger lamp, is impressive as a 
motor-car or a policeman. She steps with the self- 
assurance of an institution past the images of lost 
souls looking for Paradise by candlelight. . . . 

Certainly, the first searchlight that waved above 
Imndon like a sword was wonderful. ^ That made the 
darkness— and Charing Cross — ^beautiful. The lovers 
of darkness were right when they praised searchlights. 
Probably the first of them was but a tiny affair com- 
pared to those that now lie thick as post-offices 
l)etween the hills of north and south London ; but it 
impressed the imagination as an adventurer among 
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the stars. One would not have bocn unduly surprised 
if one had caught sight of the prince of tlie powers of 
the air making his way on black wings from star to 
star at the end of its long beam. Later on, London 
sent forth a hundred such lights. She spent Ivcr even- 
ings like a mathematician drawing weird ge.ometrical 
figures on the darkness. She became the greati'st of 
the Futurists, all cubes and angles. Sometimes she 
seemed like a crab lying on its back and waving a 
multitude of inevitable ]')incers. Sometimes .she 
seemed to be fishing in the sky with an immense drag- 
net of light. Sometimes, on inisty-moisty nights, the 
searchlights lit up the sluggish clouds with smudges 
of gold. It was like a decoration of wa.ter-lili(>s on 
long stems of light. On nights on which a Zeppelin 
raid was in progress one has seen the distant sky filled, 
as it were, with lilies, cast and west, north and south. 
And, for many people, the Zeppelins themselves 
seemed to have beautified the night. For my part, I 
confess I cannot regard the Zeiipelin without pre- 
judice as a spectacle. That it is lieautifnl as a silver 
fish, as the lights play on it, I will not deny. Nor can 
one remain unmovexl by the sight as shells burst 
about it with little, sputters, like fireworks on a 
wet night. But, even as a pyrotechnic display, the 
Zeppelin raid has, in my opinion, been overestimated. 
They cottld do better at the Crystal Palace. As .soon 
as the first novelty of the Zeppelins had worn off, it 
was their beastline.ss rather than their beauty that 
impressed itself upon those with the most persistent 
passion for sight-seeing. Even the sight of a Zc^ppelin 
in flames, awe-inspiring though it was, .soon ceased to 
be a novelty calling for superlatives. All the same, 
London of the. searchlights and the Zeppelins will 
not be forgotten in sixty years. Men and women now 
living will relate to their grandchildren how they saw 
a ship in the sky in a tangle of gold lights, and how 
the ship was then swallowed up in darkness, and how, 
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after a space of darkness and echoes, the sky suddenly 
purpled into a false dawn and opened into a rose of 
light. Then, hung in the air for a moment, was a 
little ball of flame, and then the darkness again, and 
only a broken rope of gold hurriedly dropped down 
the sky to announce the ultimate horror of disaster. 
Those who had a nearer view of the affair will have 
their own variant of the story. They, too, will tell 
how the sky was suddenly flooded with monstrous 
tides of light at midnight, and how the wonders of 
morning and sunset were mingled, and how the sun- 
set began to move towards them with its red eye, 
with its red mouth, a vast furnace-ship, an enemy of 
the world, increasing, lengthening, a doom impend- 
ing, till once more darkness and foolish cheers, and 
laughter and anecdotes in the streets. Assuredly, 
the darkness of I^ondon has had its interesting mo- 
ments. ... 

One has to admit the attractions even of the com- 
mon darkness of the streets. Perhaps it has become, 
from an aesthetic point of view, excessive in recent 
months, and, except on moonlight nights, we have 
too much the air of shadowy creatures of the Brocken 
as we make our way about in the dimness. The tram 
that used to sail along like a ship with all its lights 
burning was certainly a prettier thing to see than the 
dismal bus of these days, packed like a doss-house, 
charging into obscurity. A long line of taxicabs can 
still give a street in a busy hour the appearance of a 
stream of stars, and on a wet evening even a pro- 
cession of vans with their red lights reflected in the 
pavement can impart to the commonest road the 
magic of a Venetian canal But the darkness is by 
no means so beautiful now as it was when a few win- 
dows were still left lighted. At the time of the first 
lighting regulations, we were given a subdued light 
instead of a glare. Buildings with every feature a 
misunderstanding revealed themselves as impressive 
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masses ; illuminated advortisenuenls disappeared ; 
and we could still see to read tin; evening pai;)er in a 
bus, so that wo were rather gratiiied, or at least dis- 
inclined to grumble. Now, however, we have reached 
the stage of real darkness. To go out in it is, as I 
heard a servant remark, like going into the coal-hole 
without a candle. There arc. parts of the town in 
which even the soberest man may walk into a tree or 
a lamp-post, and there is almost no part of the town 
in which during the dark of the moon a man may not 
fall down a flight of stone steps --and will not, ‘if he 
does not carry an electric torch. Perhaps the. best 
compensation' Londonci's have been given for the 
darkne.ss is the pleasing vari(itY of the means by 
which the lights have been dimmed in different 
neighbourhoods. In some suburbs tlui lamps look as 
though they had been dirtied like a slut’s face. Iflse- 
where they wear masks pic'n'cd with holes, and are 
terrible and black like imjuisitors or medimval execu- 
tioners. Some of them arc bhu;, some green, some 
brown, some, flamingo-coloured. London, that law- 
less city, was never more admiralfly kiwless than in 
this, ivight falls from many of them like tlu! veils 
that little children wear in Catholic countries on 
taking their first communion. From others it falls 
like the garment of a ghost. OthtT liglits give the 
effect of a row of Chinese lanterns hung high above 
a high street. But there is no sense of merriment 
amid all these fantastic odds and ends of lights. The 
light regulations have manifestly mutcul the life of 
London. Even the Australian and Canadian soldiers 
who pace so determinedly up and down the Strand 
and hang in groups round every corner, have an elfin 
unsubstantial appearance among the shadow-s. Men 
not in khaki look biack as Hamlets, Girls of the 
plainest are mysteries till one hears their voices. The 
porches of theatres are filled with a blue mystic light 
that would make one speak in whispers. Night 
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certainly falls on London like a blanket. Perhaps it 
is mostly illusion. There is, as they say, all the fun 
of the fair going on for those who are young and giddy 
of heart, and London is not without laughter and 
loud voices and reeling figures. But the effect is, 
undoubtedly, depressing. Public-houses, darkened 
like prisons, no longer invite the mob with bright and 
vulgar windows. Cinematograph theatres are as 
gloomy-fronted as though over their doors they bore 
the motto : Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.'' 
Rather than venture into such a wilderness of joyless- 
ness, many people prefer to sit at home and play 
tiddlcy winks. Or argue. How they argue ! 

Luckily, in the beginning, there were created, along 
with the earth, a sun and a moon, and neither police- 
man nor magistrate nor any other creature has 
any power over them of regulation or control. It is 
the moon that makes London by night beautiful in 
war-time. It is the moon that makes the north side 
of Trafalgar Square white with romance like a 
Moorish city, and makes the South Kensington 
Museum itself appear as though it had been built to 
music, I^ondon under the moon is a city of wonder, 
a city of fair streets and fair citizens. Under the 
moon the arc-lamps in their cowls no longer affect 
us like sentinel killjoys. They seem feeble and in- 
significant as dying torches when the moonlight per- 
forms her miracles and exalts this city of mean 
dwellings into a beauty equal to that of the restless 
sea, 
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A Defence of Penny DraulfuL 

Onk of the strangest exiitniiles (»f i\w ch^grce to which 
ordinary life is nndervaltud is th(^ exaniph^ of ]>o])ular 
literature, the vast mass of which we ('oiduaittHlly de- 
scribe as vulgar. I'he l)oy’s nov<‘letU‘ may bi‘ ignorant 
in a literary sense, which is only lily* sa.ying tluit a 
modern novel is ignorant in tlu‘ cluanieal st*nst% or the 
economic sense, or tht^ astrtaionvit'al sens(* ; Inii it is 
not vulgar intrinsically ■; it is atdrial centn^ of a 
million llaming imaginations. 

In former centuries tlu' educaltHl class ignored the 
ruck of vulgar literatun*. 'Fhey ignonxl, a,iul Ihendore 
did not, properly sptuikiug, despise it. SimpU^ ignor- 
ance and indifference does not inllali:^ tlu^ character 
with pride. A man does not wtilk down tlu^ street 
giving a haughty twirl to his monstac'hes at the thought 
of his superiority to SDin(‘ variity of dcH'p-sea fislies. 
The old scholars left the wliole tuider-world of |)opular 
compositions in a similar darkness. 

To-day, however, wt^ liavtt rtwersed tins principle. 
We do despise vulgar compositions, and we do not 
ignore them. We axe in somc^ danger of l^ec'oming 
petty in our study of ptdliness ; llu‘re is a terril)le 
Circean law in the background (hat if the soul stoops 
too o.stentatiausly to examine anything it never gets 
up again. There is no class of Vulgar ptiblicaf ions 
about which tliere is, to ray mind, more utterly ridicu- 
lous exaggeration and misconception than the current 

m 
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boys’ literature of the lowest stratum. This class of 
cornposition has presumably always existed, and must 
exist. It has no more claim to be good literature than 
the daily conversation of its readers to be fine oratory, 
or the lodging-houses , and tenements they inhabit to 
l)c suldiino architecture. But people must have con- 
versation, they must have houses, and they must have 
stories. 1,'he simple need for some kind of ideal world 
in which fictitious persons play an unhampered part is 
infinitely deejixn: and older than the rules of good art, 
imd much more i.mportant. Every one of us in child- 
hood has constructed such an invisible dramatis per- 
HoncB, l)ut it never occurred to our nurses to correct the 
composition by careful comparison with Balzac. In 
tlie I£ast the {professional story-teller goes from village 
to village witli a small carpet ; and I wish sincerely 
tlxad any one liad the moral courage to spread that 
carjpet and sit on it in Ludgate Circus. But it is not 
prolpable t.ha;t all the tales of the carpet-bearer are 
little gems of original artistic workmanship. Litera- 
tiirt^ arid fiction are two entirely different things. 
Literature is a luxury ; fiction is a necessity. A work 
of art can liardly be too short, for its climax is its 
merit. A story can never be too long, for its conclu- 
sion is merely to be deplored, like the last halfpenny 
or the last pipelight. And so, while the increase of the 
artistic (Conscience tends in more ambitious works to 
lirevity and impressionism, voluminous industry still 
marks tlie producer of the true romantic trash. ILere 
was no end to the ballads of Robin Hood ; there is no 
end to line volumtcs about Dick Deadshot and the 
Av(‘nging Nine. These two heroes are deliberately 
conceived as immortal. 

But insi(\'ulof basing all discussion of the problem 
upon tine common-sense recognition of this fact — that 
yoiilli of lower orders always has had and 
always must have formless and endless romantic read- 
ing 01 some kind, and then going on to make provision 
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for its wholcsomeness — we begin, generally speaking, 
by fantastic abuse of this reading as a wliole and in- 
dignant surprise that the. erraud-l)oys under discussion 
do not read The Egoist and The Master Builder, It is 
the custom, particularly among magistrates, to attri- 
bute half the crimes of the Metropolis to clicap novel- 
ettes. If some grimy urchin runs away with a,n apple, 
the magistrate shrewdly points out that tlui chikTs 
knowledge that applCvS appease hunge.r is tra.ceable to 
some curious literary researches. Tlu^ l:)oys them- 
selves, when penitent, frequentl}?* accuse* tlie novelettes 
vdth great bitterness, which is only to la^i expected 
from young people possessed of no little nativt^ humour. 
If I had forged a will, and could obtain sympathy by 
tracing the incident to the inllucmctj of Mr. George 
Moofets novels, I should find tlu^ grtuitt^st entertain- 
ment in the diversion, At any rate, it is firmly fixed 
in the minds of most people that gutter-l)oys, nnlike 
everybody else in the community, find their principal 
motives for conduct in priutcid 1)ooks. 

Now it is quite clear thtit tins objiKdiou, tlie objec- 
tion brought l;)y magistrates, has nothing to <lc) with 
literary merit, llad story writing is not a crime. Mr. 
Hall Caine walks the streets openly, and cannot be 
put in prison for an anticlimax. Tiu^ object*, tion rests 
upon the theory that the tone of the mass of boys' 
novelettes is criminal and degrtided, appealing to low 
cupidity and low cruelty. This is tiut nuigisterial 
theory, and this is rubbisli. 

So far as 1 have seen them, in connection with the 
dirtiest bookstalls in tlie t)oorest districts, the facts 
are simply these : The whokj bt*wil(;k*ring mass of vul- 
gar juvenile literature is concerned with adventures, 
rambling, disconnected, and t*ndU^ss. It does not ex- 
press any passion of any sort, for there is no human 
character of any sort. " It runs eternally in certain 
grooves of local and historical typt^ : tlie medieval 
knight, the eighteenth-century duellist, and the modern 
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cowboy recur with the same stiff simplicity as the con- 
ventional human figures in an Oriental pattern. I can 
quite as easily imagine a human being kmdling wild 
appetites by the contemplation of his Turkey carpet 
as by such dehumanized and naked narrative as this. 

Among these stories there are a certain number 
which deal sympathetically with the adventures of 
rolilicrs, outlaws, and pirates, which present in a digni- 
fied and romantic light thieves and murderers like 
Dick Turpin and Claude Duval. That is to say, they 
do precisely the same thing as Scott’s Ivanhoe, Scott’s 
Rob Roy, Scott’s Lady of the Lake, Byron’s Corsair, 
Wordsworth’s Rah Roy's Grave, Stevenson’s Macaire, 
Mr. Max Pemberton’s Iron Pirate, and a thousand 
more works distributed systematically as prizes and 
Cliristmas |)n^seiits. Nobody imagines that an ad- 
miration of Lockslcy in Ivanhoe will lead a boy to 
shoot Jajiiincse arrows at tlic deer in Richmond Park ; 
no one tliinks that the incautious opening of Words- 
wortli at tlie iioum on Rob Roy will set Mm up for 
life as a lilackmaikir. In the case of our own class, we 
recognize that this wild life is contemplated with pleas- 
ure by the young, not because it is like their own life, 
but liecause it is different from it. It might at least 
a*oss our minds that, for whatever other reason the 
errand-boy reads The Red Revenge, it really is not be- 
cause he is ilripping with the gore of his own friends 
and relatives. 

In this matter, as in all such matters, we lose our 
bearings (uitirely by speaking of the “ lower classes ” 
when we mean humanity minus ourselves. This trivial 
romantic literature is not especially plebeian : it is 
simjily human. The philanthropist can never forget 
classes and callings. Me says, with a modest swagger, 
" I have invited twenty-five factory hands to tea.” 
If he said, " I have invited twenty-five chartered 
accountants to tea," every one would see the humour 
of so simple a classification. But this is what we have 
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done with this lumberland of foolish writing : wc have 
probed, as if it were some monstrous new (lisease, what 
is, in fact, nothing Init the foolish and valiant heart of 
man. Ordinary men will always Im; sentimentulists : 
for a sentimentalist is simply a nvan who has feelings 
and does not tronlde to inveiit a hew way of e.vpressing 
them. These common and current publications liave 
nothing essentially evil about them. 'I'liey exjrress the 
sanguine and heroic truisms on which civilization is 
built ; for it is clear that unless c.iviliziition is built on 
tniisms, it is not built at all, Cl(*:uiy, tluire ccaild be 
no safety for a society in which the remark l.)y the 
Cliief Justice that murder was wrong was regart{(!d as 
an original and dazzling epigram.^ 

If the authors and puldishers of Dick Dmiluhat, and 
such remarkable! works, were suddenly to make a raid 
upon the educated class, were to take down tlie names 
of every man, however distinguislu'd, who was (!aught 
at a University Extensiem Leclurc!, were to (!(m(isc.ate 
all our novels and warn us all to com'ct our lives, we 
should be. seriously annoyed. Yest Ibciy havi' far more 
right to do so than we ; for they, with all tlu'ir idiotcy, 
are normal and we are abnormal. It is tlie mod(.‘ru 
literature of the c'diicated, not of tlie umiduented, 
which is avowedly and aggressivt'ly criminal. Books 
recoramiiiuling profligacy and pc-ssiluism, at which the 
high-souled errand-boy would shudditr, lit! upon all our 
drawing-room tables. If tlie dirtiest old owner of the 
dirtiest old bookstall in Whitechapel dared to disjilay 
works really recommending polygamv or suicide, his 
stock would be seized by the poliee, ’rhest* things are 
our luxuries. And with a hypocrisy so ludicrous us to 
be almost unparalleled in history, we rate the gutter- 
boys for their immorality at, th<! Very time that we are 
discussing (with equivocal German professors) wliether 
morality is valid at all. At the. very instant that we 
curse the Penny Dreadful for encouraging thefts upon 
propwty, we canvass the proposition that all property 
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is theft. At the very instant we accuse it (quite un- 
justly) of lubricity and indecency, we are cheerfully 
reading philosophies which glory in lubricity and in- 
decency. At the very instant that we charge it with 
encouraging the young to destroy life, we are placidly 
discussing whether life is worth preserving. 

But it is we who are the morbid exceptions ; it is we 
who are the criminal class. This should be our great 
comfort. The vast mass of humanity, with their vast 
mass of idle books and idle words, have never doubted 
and never will doubt that courage is splendid, that 
lidelity is noble, that distressed ladies should be res- 
cued, and vanquished enemies spared. There are a 
large number of cultivated persons who doubt these 
rriaxinis of daily life, just as there are a large number 
of persons who believe they are the Prince of, Wales ; 
and I am told that both classes of people are enter- 
taining conversationalists. But the average man or 
boy writes daily in these great gaudy diaries of his 
soul, which we* call Penny Dreadfuls, a plainer and 
better gospel than any of tiiose iridescent ethical para- 
doxes, tliat the fashionable change as often as their 
bonnets. It tnay be a very limited aim in morality to 
shoot a “ nxany-faced and fickle traitor,'' but at least 
it is a better aim than to be a many-faced and fi:ckie 
traitor, which is a simple summary of a good many 
modern systems from Mr. d'Aniunizio's downwards. 
vSo long as the coa,rse and thin texture of mere current 
popular romance is not touched by a paltry culture it 
will nev(‘r be vitally immoral. It is alw'^ays on the 
siclci of life. The poor— -the slaves who really stoop 
nrulef the; burden of life—have often been mad, scatter- 


brained, and cnicil, but never hopeless. That is a class 
privilege, like cigars. Their drivelling literature will 
always 1)c ti Ixlood and thunder " literature, as simple 
as the thunder of heaven and the hlood of men; 
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